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PREFACE. 



Dear Reader, 

Diffidence would fain be silent, and leave 
these humble effusions to speak for themselves : but courtesy 
requires — ^nay christian affection constrains me to offer a few 
remarks concerning this little volume. 

It was my desire merely to have a few copies printed for 
private circulation. In their manuscript state they had been 
eagerly sought and perused by private firiends; and it was for 
their pleasure and profit, that I wished to collect these 
" Fruits of the Valley : " but Jehovah, " whose ways are 
not our ways," in the mysterious workings of his kind 
Providence, led some persons, whose opinions were not 
to be disregarded, to express their approbation, and a wish 
that they might be presented to the Public ; which, through 
the disinterested exertions of a kind fiiend, I have been 
enabled to do. In thus j^resenting them to the world, but 



more especially to my dear brothers and sisters in the one 
eternally loved family of God, it is my humble prayer that 
they may prove as " words in season." It is this hope that 
sustains my heart, amid many fears and discouragements. 
If the *' Sun of Righteousness ** condescend to shine, and 
make them sweet to the taste, and refreshing to the soul of 
the reader; eternity will be too short to praise Him who 
hath remembered me in my low estate, because his mercy 
endureth for ever. 

A few words of apology will not, I hope, be deemed out of 
place. I have been informed that in a publication of this 
kind, *' originality" is held a matter of primary importance. 
But to this I do not make any high pretension. Indeed it 
will be perceived that a large portion of the book consists of 
pieces which are merely paraphrases of some of the most 
striking passages of holy Scripture ; and should any, into 
whose hands my rhymes may fall, consider this objectionable, 
as being merely what has been repeatedly done by others, I 
would draw their attention to the truthful remarks of Miss 
Jane Taylor, in one of her excellent letters. She says, 
'< You object to passages that are simple quotations from the 
" Bible. Here I can speak confidently, in a literary view, 
" that the effect of such quotations is good ; and that they 



k 



xi. 

*^ confer a dignity on the verse. Where for instance I have 
"introduced, ahnost literally, those passages— * In Thy pre- 
'* sence is ftilness of joy.* — *ln my Father's house are many 
" mansions,' I am sure that I am more classical than you, in 
"your remark upon them. That these expressions 'have 
^< been quoted a thousand times,' cannot render them at all 
" less affecting or sublime.'* 

Another class of readers may object — " But why should 
not the Bible alone be sufficient? Why must it be rhymed, 
or versified? Or if a writer be desirous of paraphrasing 
the Scriptures, why not do it in prose ? " 

To objections like this. Pope has, in the pre&ce to his 
" Essay on Man,*' made so excellent a reply, that I cannot 
do better than transcribe it. He says, — " This I might have 
" done in prose ; but I chose verse, and even rhyme, for two 
"reasons. The one will appear obvious; that principles, 
"maxims, or precepts, so written, both strike the reader 
" more strongly at first, and are more easily retained by him 
" afterwards : the other may seem odd, but it is true: I found 
" I could express them more shortly this way than in prose 
" itself; and nothing is more certain than that much of the 
"force as well as grace of arguments or instructions depends 
" on their conciseness." 



TO MEC^NAS. 



Dearest friend, may I whisper a secret to thee. 

Who wert ever indulgent and gracious to me ? 

May I hope thou wilt answer, and wilt not reply 

With a tone and an accent extorting a sigh, 

" Oh 'tis nonsense and folly, thus wasting your time 

And your money about such poor pitiful rhyme I " 

Have you guessed? Have you taken my tremulous hint 

That I really am longing to " rush into print? " 

Ah! indeed 'tis a truth; but it is not for fame; 

Neither is it to publish my dwelling and name: 

Nor in hope to obtain the applause of the world; 

Nor to brave its reproaches, which often are hurled 

At the humble and lowly one writing for bread: 

By no motives like these have my wishes been led: 

But I hope to be useful, and glorify Him 

Who is praised by the angels and bright seraphim. 

I would publish His goodness and sing of his love, 

'Till Tm summoned to meet Him on Zion above. 

Then ** The Master " has breth'ren and sisters below. 

In the vales of affliction, and shadows of woe; 

And to tliese I would offer a token of love, 

In remembrance of Him who is reigning above; 

Who hath said, "When my suffering children you see. 

And relieve their distresses, ye do it to Me." 

But, methinks even now, I can hear you reply, 

With a smile, or perchance with a deeply-drawn sigh. 



** Oh! your strains are too heayy, too heaTj, I fear, 

And your muse is too often in loye with a tear. 

But the World wants amusement; she*d pay you for mirth. 

Wit and pride, loye and beauty, and songs about earth. 

Only try, my friend Annie, to alter your plan, 

And I'll render you all the assistance I can.** 

Most judicious advice, IVe no doubt, my dear friend. 

If pounds, shillings, and pence, were my principal end. 

But, a purer, a nobler, a holier fire 

Glows upon my heart's altar, and prompts the desire. 

I have only one talent, and that is but small; 

But if blest with ten thousand, would trade with them alL 

My resources are slender; yet say what you think. 

Oh I must all my fond hopes in despondency sink. 

Or perhaps you'll allow me some sheets to submit. 

For your judgment to say if they're proper and fit. 

And, if you should say ** No," I will try to resign 

My desire and my judgment in deference to thine. 

But, decide as you may, still affection shall dwell 

In the heart of your grateful young friend, 

A. E. L. 



THE CHRISTIAN ASPIRANT. 



*' Oh ! child of glory, whither wouldst thou soar ? 

Thy dream, thy beauteous dream, can charm no more ; 

Thy dazzling bow of promise fades away ; 

Thy gorgeous garland moulders to decay ; 

Unskilled the roving fancy to beguile, 

How couldst thou hope to gain a listening smile ? 

Thou hast no tale of mystery to start 

With direful awe, the unawakened heart ; 

And all thy golden hopes of earthly good depart." 

" Hadst thou a deep romance, in which appear 

AU the infernal forms a fiend can wear ; 

Couldst thou unfold some scene with horror fraught, 

O'erwhelm the spirit, chain ethereal thought. 

Draw sympathy from stones, and tears from rocks. 

And paint each woe that tender pity shocks. 

Excite fictitious sorrow, and betray 

With mockery of joy the soul away ; 

Then smiling fame might crown thee, and thy work repay." 
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" But ah I thy strains of death, and coming bliss, 

Will never suit an age refined as this. 

Life is a glorious refulgent ray, 

Before whose brightness visions melt away. 

Then downward bend thy gaze, and sing of earth ; 

Conduct her votaries to haUs of mirth ; 

Immortal joys are higher far than time : 

The glittering hills of light thou canst not climb. 

Oh ! sing of this fair earth ; her heroes are sublime." 

" Extol the fascinating smile of love ; 

But whisper not of that which reigns above : 

Breathe, breathe deliciously thy melting strains 

Where'er the unrequited lover 'plains ; 

Tell beauty how her rivals to surpass, 

And hold to ignorance a flattering glass : 

Teach vanity each petty art to ply ; 

Tell pride each humble virtue to decry ; 

And point ambition to a wreath of gorgeous dye." 

" Hesound in folly's ears, a laugh as wild 

As ever mocked destruction's hapless child ; 

Tell envy how to aim her venomed glance 

Where graceful innocence adorns the dance ; 

And lull with anodynes the conscious heart. 

Just yielding with her mouldering joys to part. 

Teach avarice to lock his coffers fast. 

And soothe remorse with sins for ever past ; 

Then may'st thou hope to gain a splendid name at last." 



'Twas at the midnight hour, when downy rest 

Had smoothed each pillow, and composed each breast. 

That thus a voice addressed a youthful bard. 

Who long had striven with adverse influence hard. 

But ah ! within his soul, there shone a spark 

Which shall be bright when all creation's dark : 

A gem, whose lustre naught can ever dim ; 

As bright and pure as are the seraphim, 

Who chant the praises of the Lamb, in ceaseless hymn. 

He paused ; — he listened ; and the lips of Fame 
Breathed softly, in that hour, his humble name. 
And shall he yield ? A crown's before his sight ; 
But ah ! 'tis not his promised crown of light. 
Shall he consent 1 a wave of beauty glides 
Before his vision, and the darkness hides ; 
Hides for a moment ; but, the light within 
Reveals the gulph which yawns to take him in. 
He triumphs, and rejects the splendid lure to sin. 

See on yon eminence the Saviour stand ; 

And see, the Tempter shews the spacious land : 

The cities in magnificence of wealth ; 

The perfumed vales of happiness and health ; 

Naught less than all the world, to view is brought, 

With all the human mind has ever sought ; 
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All shall be thine, if Thou wilt worship me ; 
No more a weary " man of sorrows" be. 
But ah ! victorious, creation's Sovereign see ! 

And oh ! the youthful poet thinks upon 
That hour of victory which Jesus won : 
He thinks upon the moment he resigned 
All that he had, the " pearl of price'* to find ; 
He thinks again of years of labor spent ; 
Must all these fruits be lost ? shall he repent 
Because his offerings may be scorned by pride ? 
Nay ; a sweet angel, bending at his side. 
Prompts him to turn his eyes upon the crucified. 

He turns ; his heaven, his blissful heaven to see ; 
" Oh Love ! incaniate love, for thee, for thee, 
1 am contented to be set at naught. 
Fame never yet such dazzling honors brought, 
As thou, e'er long, wilt to the soul assign 
That beareth Thy reproach ; oh ! bliss divine. 
The world did never yet esteem Thy cross ; 
And now, for Thee, I'll count its smile but dross. 
And its supreme and richest gain, eternal loss." 



Time's rolling wheels revolved ; his strains were sung, 
He struck the harp angelic hands had strung ; 
But still his audience heeded not its sound. 
For lo! a phantom glides, in magic round. 



Of varying hues, and ever changing shapes ; 
The semblance of all good, by turns she apes ; 
And her seductive voice was loudly heard. 
Wherever thoughts of high ambition stirred ; 
Assuring each the prize his fervent heart preferred. 

" The Pride of life," was this sly Syren's name, 
And many a beauteous child of genius came. 
Within whose heart were blooming thoughts divine. 
And knelt, aye, humbly knelt at Mammon's shrine ! 
Oh ! how I shuddered when I saw them fall, 
For theirs were far the costliest gifts of all ! 
Yet onward still the victims came, and smiled 
When " Pride of life" their foolish hearts beguiled. 
And marred with hideous care, each fond adoring child. 

Oh ! then the monster laughed in horrid glee, 

As she beguiled her dupes with misery. 

And some grew faint, and quickly turned aside. 

Their stricken hearts and withering looks to hide 

In terror, lest their burning lips reveal 

The piercing agonies their spirits feel. 

And some essayed to fly, but lingered still. 

Till hope expired beneath the tyrant's will, 

And cold despair impressed her deadly image chill. 



Twas then that loving genius closer drew, 

And sang the most ecstatic strains he knew. 

He shadowed forth the glories of the blest, 

And folded wearj hearts to Jesu's breast. 

" Who winneth souls," the Spirit saith, " is wise,'' 

Their jewelled crown's too bright for mortal eyes. 

'Tis also certain ; and the coming day 

Will shew that none are bright and blest as they, 

Who like the sun will shine when all things else decay. 

Oh ! how entrancing was that poet's song, 
Who ne'er had pandered to the giddy throng ; 
Who ne*er had glowed with passion's fitful flame ; 
Nor stooped to blazon some unmeaning name. 
Oh ! happy bard ; the world, at length, confessed 
She owed thee much ; but ah ! too late caressed. 
Fame crowned his tomb ; for all the truly good 
His fondest aspirations understood. 
Whose yearning spirit set before them angel's food. 

And that fond child of glory toiled and died. 

With only the bright angel at his side. 

Wealth smiled not on him ; but his name on high, 

Now shines a diadem of richest dye. 

In lowliest obscurity he dwelt ; 

Each fine emotion of our nature felt ; 

But he was poor, unhonored, and unknown. 

Because he knelt not at proud Mammon's throne. 

But praised, in self-denying love, his God alone. 
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN A PENITENT SINNER 

AND A BELIEVER. 

Penitent Ah ! may I go ? diseased and vile ; 
Will Jesus greet me with a smile ? 
I, who, alas ! am full of sin ; 
Defiled, polluted, sick within ? 
IVe heard His mighty power is such, 
That He can heal by word or touch : 
Yet still, though great His power to heal, 
Reluctant to approach I feel. 

Believer. But why, diseased and fainting soul. 

Why, not draw near and be made whole ? 
Christ will receive, and welcome thee ; 
He will thy kind Physician be ; 
Oh look to Him, and venture near, 
And He will cure thee : cast out fear ; 
Thou art the soul He came to seek ; 
Approach ; though guilty, faint, and weak. 

Penitent, Before His purity I shrink ; 

Are there no healing streams to drink, 
To cleanse my heart f How can I go 
To Him with all this sin and woe ! 
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Believer. Oh! yes, go to Him ; why delay ? 
In vam, in vain you longer stay : 
Vain is the search above, around ; 
No help, no hope, for thee is found, 
But in the Great Physician's name. 
The Friend of sinners, still the same 
As when the leprous man He healed. 
And peace to trembling hearts revealed. 

Penitent. But I am sick and faint indeed ; 

And faith, and hope, and love I need. 
I have no strength, no grace within. 
Bowed down by this dread weight of sin. 

Believer. Faith, hope, and love He soon will give, 
• If thou wilt look to Him and live. 
He came, He said, to lead to bliss 
Those deepest sunk in sin*s abyss. 
Thy sins, though great, can not outweigh 
The mighty sum He came to pay. 
To pay for thee ! Ah ! who can tell 
The sum that ransomed thee from hell ! 

Penitent. Ah no ! it cannot, cannot be ; 

He ne'er could love and die for me. 

Believer. Hush ! hush I desponding, drooping heart ; 
Jehovah-Rophi * will impart 

[1 See Note.] 
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The power to quell these guilty fears ; 

E'en now thy suffering groan He hears : 

It was, it was for thee He came, 

To bear the dreadful wrath and shame : 

And He, couldst thou believe, poor soul, 

Would speak thee, in a moment, whole. 

He knows thy malady within ; 

He knows how great thy load of sin ; 

He bore it when on Calvary's mount. 

On Him was placed thy dread account : 

Yes, all that load He bore for thee, 

" In His own body on the tree."* 

'Tis His design to save and bless. 

And cleanse from all unrighteousness. 

His matchless purity divine, 

From which thou shrink'st, poor soul, is thine. 

His righteousness shall make thee white. 

Yea, pure and spotless in His sight. 

Penitent. Oh! might I, could I but conceive 

That He would pardon, and relieve ! 
I heard one say He healeth all. 
Who on His name, in faith can call. 

Believer. Then call on Him, dear wounded soul ; 
The Great Physician will make whole; 
No case, can be above His aid, 
" Only believe ; be not afraid." 

[* 1 Peter ii. 24.] 
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^^ And Enoch walked with God: and fie was not; for God 

took himJ* Genesis, v. 24. 

"And Enoch walked with God ;' — my spirit, pause. 
This ground is holy : — earth recedes, — withdraws ; 
And it is well for thee to meditate. 
What deeds thou hast attempted ; good and great ! 

Philosophers have walked with science fair ; 
Poets have walked with sweetest beauty rare ; 
Nature's fond lovers have explored this ball ; 
But Enoch's footsteps soared above them all I 

Nor science, poesy, nor ought below, 
Could hold, could fascinate ; nay, he must go 
Still onward, upward, till sublimely high. 
His aspirations rose above the sky. 

Ah ! who can tell, would some fair seraph bow. 
And teach us, what is Enoch's converse now : 
How should we then discern the bliss he knew. 
Ere from this shadowy life his soul withdrew. 

Thou happy saint ! what faith, what love was thine ; 
Ah, yes, my soul, 'twas pure, because divine. 
It was, indeed, the love of God within 
His saintly spirit, free from taint of sin. 
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Impatience never moved his fond desire, 
That did unceasingly to God aspire. 
Suspicion never dimmed its radiant flame ; 
Pure, sinless, as the source from whence it came. 

The Father 8 arm had long embraced His Son, 
And soon He said, "it is enough ; well done. 
Come loving child ; come to my yearning heart, 
Where neither cloud can dim, nor anguish start." 

He walked with God ; he pierced the misty screen, 
Till faith's strong pinions bore him from this scene. 
This mortal scene of weariness and pain ; 
He burst his fetters with his Lord to reign. 

" And Enoch walked with God," he was not found ; 
Ah no ; vain search ; — Oh love ! oh ! faith profound ! 
He fled to glory in a car of light. 
Translated, changed, imseen by mortal sight ! 

My contrite spirit muses on the hour 

A voice addressed me, with celestial power, — 

" Walk humbly with Thy God, as Enoch walked ; 

Converse on themes divine, as Enoch talked." 

Oh ! exhortation sweet I but, how obeyed 
By thee, poor grovelling soul ? Oh be dismayed. 
And cleave, cleave closer to thy Saviour's breast. 
Till Enoch's walk be thine, and Enoch's rest I 
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^^ And (here I will meet with thee^ and I will commune 
" with thee from above the Mercy Seat" Exodus, xxv. 22. 
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Moments at the Mercy Seat, 
Oh ! how sacred, oh, how sweet ! 
Here the foretastes of delight 
Raise my soul, and charm my sight. 

Precious, holy mercy seat, 
Oh ! thou art a safe retreat ; 
Here, I feel earth's discord cease ; 
Here, I feel a sacred peace ! 

Whispers at the mercy seat 
Do the enemy defeat ; 
He is silenced while I pray ; 
All my terrors flee away. 

Death and hell resign their prey. 
Long as I with Jesus stay. 
And, reposing at His feet. 
Faith can each accuser meet ! 
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Moments at the mercy seat, 
Ye have been too few, too fleet ; 
Or my joys would higher rise, 
And my triumphs reach the skies. 

Moments at the mercy seat 
Let me hold divinely sweet ; 
Then shall all my trials be 
Sanctified, O Lord to me. 

Moments at the mercy seat 

Will for glory make me meet. 

And familiaiize my soul 

With the world where pleasures roll 

From Jehovah's shining seat. 
Hallowed and divinely sweet ; 
Where each praying soul is found, 
With a harp of sacred sound I 
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" / delight to do Thy willy my Godr Psalm xl. 8. 

Ah ! holy spotless Son of God ! 

How meek and pure wert Thou ; 
And patient, 'mid the dreadful storm, 

But ah ! exalted now ! 

In thy sad days of suffering love, 

Thy Father's will was sweet ; 
Thou never from Thy thorny path 

A moment didst retreat. 

Ah ! Thou alone, in griePs dark shade, 

Didst walk, a mourner sad; 
And through the tearful wilderness. 

No bright attendant had ! 

The Seraph, and the Angel fair. 

Could only pause and gaze. 
And wonder why the Sun of bliss 

Should veil His glorious rays. 

Thy quenchless love, to sinners lost. 

They neither knew, nor felt ; 
They could not soothe Thy wounded heart, 

When sorrow made it melt. 
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When Thou for comforters enquired, 

No loving form drew nigh : 
Ah I there was none to help Thee bear 

The load which drew the sigh. 

But Thine own arm sufficient was, 

To bring salvation down I 
Thy costly merits did suffice 

Thy " Hepzibah" to crown. 

Oh I Son of God, Thy saints admire 

Thy holy life below : 
Oh ! grant, that in their sufferings, they 

May Thy obedience show. 

Thou didst " delight," where we repine ; 

Didst triumph, where we faint ; 
Oh ! Jesus, ease the aching heart. 

The languishing complaint. 

At best, we do but suffer here, 
What Thy sweet will ordains ; 

We would " delight ;" Oh help us, Lord, 
In conflicts, griefs, and pains. 

And when frail nature would retire, 

And, fainting, turn away 
From Thy dear cross, — Oh ! Jesus, then, 

Then help us to obey, 
c 
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Then teach us how, with sweet delight, 

To do our Father's will ; 
Not grudgingly, but lovingly, 

His purpose to fulfil. 



19 



" Wash mej and I shaU be whiter than snow.*^ Psalm li. 7. 



Lord, wash me, and I shall be white, 
Yea, whiter than the snow, 

And brighter than the radiant beams. 
When noonday splendours glow. 

Then shall I know Thou art in God, 

And I in Thee, but one. 
And Thou in me sweet glory's hope ; 

My uncreated sun. 

What smiling verdure shall abound, 
Where all is now a waste ; 

The barren wilderness shall bloom, 
With firuits of Canaan graced. 

And unbelief's dark rankling thorn, 

That lives but to destroy, 
Shall ne'er again inflict a wound. 

And tear each budding joy. 

And earthly care, that clinging weed 
That hangs about my feet. 

Shall be contemned, and thrown aside 
Far from its deep retreat. 

02 
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Mj idols too, shall be dethroned, 

When Jesus is within ; 
No wild excess of creature love, 

Shall lure my heart to sin. 

Oh what a happy moment that. 
Which brings my Lord to me, 

So rule and reign, within my soul, 
And cause each sin to flee. 

So shall I die, to live with Thee, 
And feel Thee live within. 

Oh, come and make my heart rejoice, 
And wash my soul from sin. 

Yea whiter, whiter than the snow. 

Dear Lord I pant to be ; 
To feel that I am pure in heart, 

A dwelling place for Thee. 

Oh, I have seen Thee, and believed, 
And Thou hast glanced on me. 

But nearer come, yea, now come in, 
And always live in me. 



k 
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^^ And I saidj Oh! that I had wings like a dove! for then 
would I fly away and be at rest" Psalm Iv. 6. 



Oh might I leave this heavy cumbrous clay 
And from the world's temptations soar away ! 
Oh ! might I fly I the struggle soon should cease, 
I then would tower to heights of bliss and peace : 
'Would haste, my blessed Saviour, to Thy arms ; 
Shake off the fetters, whose dread weight alarms. 
How would I smile to see my shackles fly ! 
How would I triumph as I soared on high. 
More calm and radiant than the silv'ry moon, 
And brighter than the golden face of noon 
The captive would appear, when burst the spell 
Which chains her, groaning, to this narrow cell.. 
Oh I how I long I Oh ! how I pine to be. 
From sin, from error, from pollution free. 
A wanderer here, estranged from all around. 
When shall my blessed, sweet dismissal sound ? 
Ye starry hosts ! ye diadems of light ! 
Why do ye shine to mock my aching sight ? 
Oh ! would I were as placid, as the streams 
Of that pure light, which o'er my pathway gleams ! 
Oh I would I were as eloquent as ye ; 
As silently ye speak of God to me I 
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Oh purity ! Oh peace ! Oh truth, and love ! 

Oh heaven ! my Saviour's home I ye are above ! 

If the swift pinions of a dove were mine, 

How soon would I in radiant glory shine. 

Dull earth I naught, naught of thine should teinpt my stay, 

Thy gold, thy honor, fame, or proud array, 

rd throw aside, might I but gain my home. 

And nestle safely near the golden throne. 

Oh could I fly I blest Spirit, cause each day, 

Each hour, more swiftly still to speed away. 

Show me the path of life, and lead me on, * 

Till this poor dying work of life is done. 

Sweetly reveal the glory yet unseen ; 

Withdraw fi*om poor mortality the screen 

Which blinds her view ; and oh ! as in a glass. 

Let me behold the ftur-off landscape pass, 

That so my converse still in heaven may be. 

Till I become conformed to what I see. 

Then, then, the pleasures blooming evermore, 

Faith shall enjoy, and triumph, and adore ! 



k 
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^ Thou rulest the raging of the sea : when the waves thereof 
arise, Thou stillest themJ* Psalm Ixxxix. 9. 



Oh ! hush this tempest of my spirit, Lord : 
Oh ! heal this fever by Thy mighty word. 
Peace, deep and holy, spotless peace impart 
To my disquieted and troubled heart 
Ah! were I weaned from every love but Thine 
What sweet and tranquil happiness were mine. 
Thou ever overflowing fount of love, 
Chain my affections to Thy throne above. 
Oh ! I have wandered long ; but now restore, 
And bid me drink and feel this thirst no more : 
This thkst so pamful by a well so dry. 
Empty of that for which I pine and sigh. 
Long have I waited for refreshment sweet. 
But only sorrow and keen anguish meet : 
Lord, speak these waves of passion to a calm, 
And bid me rest on Thine Almighty arm. 
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" My meditation of Him shall be sweet" Psalm civ. 34. 



Sweet are my meditations 
When Jesus is the theme ; 

Among ten thousand nations 
There's no Beloved like Him I 

Oh I precious meditation^ 
When I shall see, unveiled, 

The God of my salvation, 
Whose love has never failed. 

Oh ! glorious meditation ; 

When love triumphant reigns, 
I bound above this station 

Of conflicts, grie&, and pains. 

There is no meditation 
So sweet as of my King ; 

When shall my adoration 
Outsoar the seraph's wing ? 

When shall my meditation 
Be like the blest above, 

Who joy in their translation. 
And sing the song of love ? 



^ 
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Oh ! holy meditation ! 

I long, I long to fly 
From earth and its vexation, 

To shine with Christ on high. 

Dull is my meditation, 
But soon it will be sweet, 

When, freed firom all temptation, 
I worship at His feet. 

The thought of meditation 
In view of Jesu's face, 

E*en now endears salvation. 
And makes me sing of grace. 

But heavenly meditations 
Are not expressed below ; 

There*s none among the nations 
The wondrous language know, 

To suit the meditation 
Of souls bom jErom above, 

The heirs of &ee salvation. 
The sons of dateless love. 

Grace ! what a meditation 
For sinners vile and weak I 

Oh ! 'tis regeneration 

Too vast for earth to speak. 



26 

No tearful meditation 

Can dim the light of God. 

Oh I saints in tribulation, 
Be patient 'neath the rod. 

To you whose meditation 
Is sad, we say rejoice. 

Rejoice in tribulation, 
Obey Jehovah's voice. 

Soon, soon your meditations 
Will be within the veil ; 

Among redeemed nations 
Your joys shall never fell ! 
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" Truly the light is sweetJ' Ecclesiastes, xi. 7. 
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Truly the light is sweet," said one of old ; 
And pleasant are the sun's &.ir streams of gold : 
And soft the shining of the tender grass, 
And smiling flowerets, nodding as we pass. 

And oh ! what joy, on light and youthM feet, 
To follow Flora to her loved retreat ; 
To view the timid beauties of the shade. 
By Deity in glorious hues arrayed I 

The drooping bells, the delicate primrose. 
And thousand buds, whose lovely perfume throws 
DeUcious fragrance on the sunny air, 
And makes terrestrial scenes divinely, fair. 

Magnificent the noonday's azure clouds, 
And evening's robe in which Jehovah shrouds 
And folds, as in a veil, His beauteous light, 
Too strong, too glorious for mortal sight. 

And, Oh ! 'tis bliss to muse on fields of light, 
On starry crowns, and robes of spotless white : 
By faith to view the pleasant " far-off*" land ; 
And near the glittering throne with saints to stand. 
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Oh I blissful hope, that we, ere long, shall dwell 
Amid the beauteous things we love so well ; 
Whose types and shadows captivate and charm ; 
And life, of half its thorny cares, disarm. 

And darkness never more shall cloud my mind : 
Mortality's thick veil, I leave behind : 
Then, then, my longing soul, escaped from pain, 
Shall with her best ^< Beloved," shine and reign. 
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" Tell m«, Thou whom my soul loveth,*' 
Song of Solomon, i. 7. 



" Fair as the moon ;" *— oh am I fair 

Sweet Jesus in Thy sight ? 
Thy robe of beauty do I wear ? 

The wedding garment white ? 

I see the silvery queen of night ; 

I love her placid ray ; 
I think of ransomed spirits bright, 

And long to flee away. 

Oh! am I thine? I wait to hear, 

Dear Saviour deign to speak, 
And hush each dull desponding fear ; 

For I, alas ! am weak. 

^' Fair as the moon '' I long to be ; 

But, '^ Hope deferred makes fiednt :" 
Oh I wouldst Thou shine, dear Lord, on me, 

And silence my complaint. 

[*Chap. vi 10.] 
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A sea of bliss, a sun of love, 

Is in one glance of Thine ; 
Look on me from Thy throne above. 

And make Thy beauty mine. 

Fair as the orb that rules this hour, 

Faith says I soon shall be : 
Yea, through Thy love's renewing power. 

Still feirer, Lord, in Thee. 
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" The Spirit of the Lord God is upon me ; because the Lord 
" hath anointed me to preach good tidings unto the meek. He 
" hath sent me to hind up the broken-hearted : to proclaim liberty 
^'to the captives^ and the opening of the prison to them that are 
" bound,*' Isaiah, Ixi. 1. 

The fetters are loosening ; the doors are unfolding ; 

And captives, long doomed to the regions of night. 
Shall be quickly released ; and, the day-spring beholding, 

In " beauty for ashes" shall soon be made bright : 
And this gloom of my spirit shall yield to the gladness 
Which shineth when God bringeth joy out of sadness. 

Yes, yes I must praise Him ; His word cannot fail me ; 

His promises all are unchanging and true ; 
And His mighty assistance shall ever avail me ; 

He says the dark Tempter shall never subdue. * 
And this gloom of my spirit shall yield to the gladness 
Which shineth when God bringeth joy out of sadness. 

The waves have raged fiercely : the floods have descended ; 

The billows, o'erwhelming, have risen again : 
But, my soul, the dread hurricane soon will be ended ; 

I have not, Oh Saviour ! believed Thee in vain : 
And this gloom of my spirit shall yield to the gladness 
Which shineth when God bringeth joy out of sadness. 

[* Romans ^i. 14 ; viii. 37.] 
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I surely had fainted unless Td believ^ ; 

But faith has upheld me, divinely and well ; 
The ordeal has proved that I was not deceive ; 

My Bock is far higher than Satan or Hell. 
And this gloom of my spirit shall yield to the gladness. 
Which shineth when God bringeth joy out of sadness. 

The haven, so longed for, I see in the distance. 

Of perfect delight, and enduring repose : 
Let me welcome the rough winds, embrace their assistance ; 

They 11 waft me where soon I shall smile at my foes : 
And this gloom of my spirit shall yield to the gladness 
Which shineth when God bringeth joy out of sadness. 
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" Is Ephraim my dear son ? Is he a pleasant child f " 

Jer. xxxi. 20. 

*' Behold I have refined thee, but not with silver : I have chosen 
thee in the furnace of affliction.''^ Isaiah, xlviii. 10, 

" Is Ephraim my beloved son ? 

Is he a pleasant child ? 
He is, I do remember htm, 

Though now with sin defiled." 

" He is, I do remember him, 

Though like a silly dove * 
He wandered : I will bring him back ; 

Will chasten, but in love." 

" I earnestly remember him, 

And, pure as silver white, 
I will refine and purify 

My Ephraim, my delight." 

My Saviour thus, in love, addressed 

His wayward wandering son ; 
And thus He deigns to speak to me, 

A sinful contrite one. 

[♦Hosea, viL IL] 

D 
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His work shall be perfected soon ; 

I cannot dare repine ; 
Affliction's furnace now is hot ; 

Dear Lord, Thy will is mine. 

IVe wandered, since IVe known Thee, Lord, 

Li this world's desert drear ; 
Now call me back, in gracious love ; 

rU foUow if Thou'rt near. 

ru follow through the furnace. Lord, 

K such Thy holy will ; 
And walk in any, any path 

That leads to Zion*s hill. 

O let Thy strength be made complete 

In me. Thy feeble one ; 
Let Thy sweet name be glorified. 

Thy righteous will be done. 
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" Unto you tJiatfear My name, shall the Sun of Righteovsness 
" arise, with healing in His wings J* Malachi, iv. 2. 



Brighter than ten thou^nd suns, 
Sweeter than ten thousand flowers, 
Fairer than yon countless orbs 
Smiling o'er this world of ours I 
When, dear Jesus, wilt Thou shine, 
And o'ercome these foes of mine ? 

Ah ! one glance, one holy glance 

Of Thy truth within my breast. 

Would the enemy disarm, 

Hush the tumult into rest. 
Come, sweet Saviour ; sweetly shine. 
And o'ercome these foes of mine. 

" Altogether lovely,'* Christ, 
'Mong ten thousands, fairest One, 
Leave me not in dark despair, 
Whom Thy matchless charms have won. 
Shine, sweet Jesus ; deign to shine. 
And confound these foes of mine. 



D2 
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" But I say unto you^ that ye resist not evil," Matt. t. 39. 



Resist not, O sorrowful mourner, the stroke 
That nature to hatred and wrath would provoke ; 
But wait on thy God, who in mercy ordains 
The number and weight of thy crosses and pains. 

" Resist not," though scorn with her withering speech, 
The innermost depths of thy bosom should reach. 
And cause thee, in anguish of soul, to reply, 
" My God, take my life, it is better to die ! " 

«' Resist not ;" remember that visage so " marred ; " 
Remember, nor think that thy portion is hard ; 
He loved thee, and carried thy woes on the tree ; 
Bore shame, and reproach, and vile scoflSng for thee. 

" Resist not ;" O Jesus, wilt Thou only smile ? 
With pardon and grace all my sorrows beguile ; 
And teach me, in meekness and love, to persist. 
And bow to my trials, nor ever " resist." 
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The Transfiguration, Matt, xvii., and Luke ix. 

Ah ! blessed sight ! behold, behold, adore ! 

Ye drooping saints rejoice, and weep no more ; 

'Tis Tabor's mount : — approach, and view the Lord 

Reveal the bliss His glories now afford. 

Oh speak ! but no, ye cannot tell the joy. 

Too great for utterance ; deep, without alloy. 

Ye see your Lord ascend ; for what ? to pray : 

For whom ? for you, ye children of the day. 

He prays : but, ah ! the frail disciples sleep ! 

The Holy One, alone, must watch and weep. 

For all the objects of His deathless love. 

He pleads, and intercedes with God above. 

Gaze on that face so faded and forlorn. 

So oft with toil and cruel anguish worn ! 

See ! see I heaven opens : glory meets the sight ! 

*Tis Jesus, robed in dazzling, spotless white ! 

What snowy lily's purest, fairest hue, 

Could ere compete with that before thy view ! 

'Tis Jesus ! ah 'tis He, arrayed in light ; 

What brilliant splendour for a mortal's sight ! 

But lo ! two glorious visitants appear ! 

Whence came they ? wherefore do they visit here ? 

Come they to tell the wondrous joys above ? 
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Ah I no ; to speak of Jesu's dying love. 
No converse held above, no theme could fill 
Their ransomed souls with joy like Calvary's hill. 
Moses, who led the chosen through the deep ; 
Then, praising God, was sweetly hushed to sleep. 
Who, after all the signs his hand had given, 
Although excluded Canaan, entered heaven ! 
Ah ! happy saint ; so meek in life and death ; 
Thine was the sweetest portion ! thy last breath 
Was spent in blessings, warnings, to the band 
Who, though ungracious, entered Canaan's land. 
And thou Elijah, once a man of woes, 
Impatient for thy weary mission s close ; 
Unlike thy Lord, thou longed for sweet release, 
And in the lonely desert, prayed for peace. 
" It is enough ; ah now dismiss me, Lord." 
Poor plaintive soul ! but soon a mighty word 
Bade thee " Arise ; " and then, an angel fair 
Entreated thee for conflict to prepare. 
" Arise and eat ; " Oh condescension vast! 
Thy Father sends thee a divine repast. 
" The journey is too great ; " rise, drooping heart. 
And to the Mount of Horeb now depart. 
Oh wondrous, matchless, sympathetic love ! 
Thus to afford such succour from above : 
And thus sustained, till victory crowned thy head. 
Thou wert triumphantly to glory led. 
Ah I happy Spirits ! but more blest than ye. 
And infinitely glorious, Jesus see. 
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Ye " see His glory ; " blessed ones adore ! 
Oh 1 love Him ; praise Him ; and exalt Him more. 
" They spake of His decease ; " this is revealed ; 
The rest, eternal wisdom has concealed. 
It was a wonderous converse I spirits bright 
Would fain have lingered from the land of light, 
Laid down their golden harps and ceased to sing, 
Thus to commune with Heaven's eternal Bang. 
Methinks, they would have loved to gaze and weep, 
And o'er Christ's dying hour fond vigils keep : 
There view the last bright rays of dying love ; 
And then, attend their conquering King above ! 
" 'Tis My beloved Son." — Ah hear this voice ; 
What greater bliss e'er made your hearts rejoice ? 
'Tis My incarnate Son I The ransom found. 
Whose merits shining Seraphs love to sound. 
'Tis He of whom the Prophets love to speak ; 
The spotless Lamb! the Man of sorrows meek. 
Here, doubting soul, rest all, yield not to fear, 
God is " well pleased,'* — attend, — ^the musicjigar,-^ 
He is well pleased " in Him ; " not in thy sin ; 
But Christ's dear triumphs, shall thy victory win. 
Oh wondrous scene ! the glory is too great ! 
Frail human nature sinks beneath the weight. 
The dear disciples are o'erwhelmed with fear ; 
But soon, the loved familiar voice they hear, 
"Arise, be not afraid," — ^they look around, — 
And Jesus only on the mount is found. 
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The vision is withdrawn ; and they descend ; 
And with adoring love, their Lord attend. 
But who may guess their musings in that hour, 
Of Jesu's mighty love, and glorious power I 
Ah favoured Peter I thou might'st well exclaim, 
*' I saw His glory ;" precious is His name. 
And thy companions on that holy mount, 
Favoured as thou, were able to recount 
In sweetest strains, the weight of mighty love 
In Jesu's heart, which drew Him from above. 
That sinners lost might be redeemed and blest, 
And, reconciled to God, of life possessed, 
Enjoy eternally, the promised rest. 
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" Behold the Bridegroom cometh ; — " Matt. xxv. 6. 

The Bridegroom will not tarry long ; the " little while" must end; 
And watchful saints are waiting now to see their Lord descend. 
The midnight hour approaches fast, which ends the weary day : 
The absent Lord is coming soon to bear His bride away. 

Ah ! now she is a mourner, for His absence has been long, 
And she, on earth, a stranger sits, amid the mirthful throng; 
But her sad weary heart and eyes are ever raised on high ; 
And « looking for, and hasting, as redemption draweth nigh." 

That startling, solemn midnight cry, to her will sweetly sound, 
"The Bridegroom cometh," go ye forth, and be with Jesus crowned. 
His heart. His throne, His heaven of bliss, yea, all He has is thine. 
Li union ye are one with Him, eternal and divine. 

With such a blissful prospect. Lord, why do thy children weep ? 
And why are some lethargic grown, not watchful but asleep ? 
Ye foolish virgins, sunk in sloth, with feeble lights and dim, 
Eenounce this state of dull repose, and stand prepared for Him! 

Oh, rouse us, we entreat Thee, Lord, while it is called " to-day :" 
And bid us cast each thorny care, each dark ning thought away: 
That when Thou dost descend from heaven, with glorious legions 

bright. 
Thy saints may all be shining forth as children of the light. 
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A SABBATH EVENING'S MEDITATION. 

'< When the Son of man shall come in His glory ^ and all the 
^^ holy angels with Him, then shall He sit upon the throne of His 
^^ glory; and before Him shall he gathered all nations ; and He 
^^ shall separate them one from another, as a shepherd divideth his 
" sheep from the goats J'^ Matt. xxv. 31, 32. 



Blest spirit, rend these ties of flesh and sin ; 

The world of glory I would enter in : 

All, all are hushed to rest ; no mortal nigh ; 

Unchain from earth, and let me soar on high. 

This silent hour I'd walk the peaceful shore 

Of Canaan's crystal sea ; far from the roar 

Of life's o'erwhelming waves ; then let me be 

For one brief hour, from earthly turmoil free. 

Before my strengthened vision cause to pass, 

The scenes of glory ; not through the dim glass 

Of frail mortality would I survey 

The awful splendours of the judgment day. 

Oh might my favoured spirit venture near 

The ** great white throne ;" oh ! might I, could I hear 

The Hallelujahs of triumphant saints ; 

To hear their melody my spirit faints. 

Oh ! could I sip the stream of which they drink, 

Methinks with rapturous joy I too should sink 
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Before the rainbowed seat in tuneful praise, 
Or mutely bow beneath celestial rays ; 
Or stand, with sacred awe, while praises rise 
From saints redeemed ; and gaze on tearless eyes ! 
Then would I tell the bliss of that pure band, 
Placed, on the awful day, at" God's right hand. 



To write of judgment, I would also go. 
But for a moment, to the shades of woe. 
To those dread habitations of the lost. 
And see them on despair's dark ocean tossed. 
E'en now I shrink ; imagination fails ; 
I am but finite ; terror now prevails ; 
The sight's too fearful for a mortal weak : 
I hear a voice ! 

" Oh shun it ; do not seek 

To know infinity of joy and pain ; 

But rather worship Him who once was slain. 

There is enough revealed for thee to know ; 

To heaven's high towers of bliss thou canst not go. 

The caverns of the damned, in love are hid 

From thee, frail child of dust ; thy Saviour bid 

Thee simply to believe His holy word. 

That He Himself, the great, the glorious Lord, 

Will come in power, in majesty, and light. 

In awful pomp, with countless legions bright. 
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Lo ! even now He comes to meet His bride ; 

And soon He will enthrone her by His side. 

In " raiment of fine needlework" adorn 

His dear " betrothed;" for her no piercing thorn. 

No, that has wounded His loved sacred brow : 

His robe was rent, but hers is beauteous now : 

All pure without, all undefiled within ; 

His blood has washed away her curse and sin. 



He comes I I view Him robed in holy light ; 
I hear His voice ; I see the legions bright ! 
I see the rising saints ; I hear the groan, 
From those proceeding — guilty, and alone. 
They have awoke ; to what ? eternal shame. 
They have awoke : for what? to curse His name. 



But turn from them, my soul, He calls for thee : 

He bids thee enter, and His glory see. 

The hour has come for which thou long hast pined, 

My Lord has come : now rapture fills my mind. 

A " joy unspeakable," now, now, I know : 

I haste to His right hand, where pleasures flow. 

Lord, I am ready ; oh, receive Thy child : — 

I hear Him say, " ye blest ; " — ^my Saviour smiled. 
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" One from another ! " — ^what is this I hear ? 
Oh ! what on glory's brink can cause a fear ? 
" One from another ** makes my bosom heave. 
Oh ! righteous Lord, I cannot, cannot leave 
The souls of those I love, to groan in chains. 
Oh save them from eternal wrath and pains ; 
E*en now they call me back ; — their cry detains. 



I muse no more : the awful scene has fled : 
No longer I, by meditation led. 
Behold that dreadful day ; but oh, ere long, 
I too shall stand amid that countless throng ! 



Gethsemane. Matt. xxvi. 36. 



Oh ! might I visit thee 
Precious Gethsemane ; 
Might I my Saviour see, 

Weeping for me. 

Garden where Jesus trod, 
Bowed 'neath the iron rod, 
Knelt on thy dewy sod, 

Fain would I see. 

Oh ! to my wandering feet. 
No place is half so sweet 
As thy divine retreat 

Gethsemane. 

There would I also bend, 
Feel my heart weep and rend. 
Watching my dearest Friend 

Groaning in thee. 

Let me His anguish share, 
List to His holy prayer 
Breathed on thy humid air, 

Gethsemane. 



W 
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Languid and faint and cold, 
Jesus, in love behold, 
And now to me unfold 

Thy agony. 

Not the sainf s bright employ. 
Not their extatic joy. 
Pure, and without alloy, 

Now do I crave. 

Rather Thy heart Td see. 
Melting with grief for me, 
Bowed by sin's tyranny, 

Down to the grave. 

Then shall this rocky heart 
From its vain idols part. 
And ne'er again depart 

Jesus from Thee. 

Then will I watch and weep, 
Near Thee for ever keep, 
Closer and closer creep, 

Jesus to Thee. 
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Christ a King, Luke xxiii. 2. 



" Christ a King ;" the flames are high ! 
Still His grace He will supply ; 
He'U controul the furnace heat * 
Till His blessed will's complete. 

" Christ a King ;*' the billows swell ! j* 
Hush ! my soul, it will be well : 
When the lowest depth you tread, 
On His bosom lean your head. 

" Christ a King,** was there before, 
Or thou ne'er wouldst gain the shore ; 
He will bring thee safe to land, 
On life's golden, happy strand. 

" Christ a King," the angels sang. 
When the star was seen to hang 
On the sable brow of night. 
Token of a victory bright I J 

[* Isaiah, xlviii. 9, 10.] [f Psalm, xlii. 7, 8.] 
[t Matt. ii. 9. Luke ii. 13. 14.] 
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" Christ a Bong I'* the sinners cried, 
And His majesty defied ; 
Ah ! my soul, He left His throne. 
Thy poor worthless cause to own. § 

" Christ a King ;" at Pilate's bar, 

Herod, and his men of war. 

Did the Son of God deride, 

" Set at nought " by human pride ! * 

" Christ a King, *' who sought " His own,** f 
(He, whom Peter could disown, J) 
When He groaned in anguish deep, 
Found no Mend to watch and weep. 

" Christ a King," yes. He who wept. 
He who prayed, while sinners slept, § 
On Gethsemane*s cold sod. 
Was " The EvERLAsxiNa God ! " % 

" Christ a King ;" He bowed His head ; 
Languished lay among the dead ; 
Groaned in saddest depth of woe ; 
Bound, to let the captives go ! 



[§ John, vi. 38-40.] 
[♦ John, xviii. 33-38.] [f John, i. 1 1.] [t Matt. xxvi. 70.] 

[§ Matt. xxTi. 40.] 
[f Isaiah, ix. 6; John, x. 30; xiv. 9; xvi. 15; Heb. L 8.] 
£ 
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<< Christ a King ; " Ah I view that tomb; 
See, what shines through death's dark gloom« 
Graze ! admiring angels, gaze I 
Mortals cannot bear the blaze I * 

" Christ a King," is rising now ! f 
Glory crowns that thorn-pierced brow ! 
Oh I I may not, can not dwell ! 
Theme, which seraphs Ml to tell ! 

" Christ a King ** will come again, J 
In unclouded bliss to reign ; 
He will come again ere long. 
With His dazzling angel throng. 

[♦ Mark, xxviii. S, 4.] [f Acts, i. 9.] 

[J Acts, ill.] 
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''He thai hath the Son hath life.'* John, v. 12. 

Men may say a soul can perish 

After it has life received ; 
But, my soul, for ever cherish 

This sweet truth that John believed. 

How can finite minds conceive it. 
While the seraphs &il to scan ? 

Faith inspired we still believe it, 
Endless life's for dying man. 

Blest assurance ! Priceless treasure ! 

E'en angelic harps of gold 
Never can sound forth the pleasure 

Which these blessed words enfold ! 

Oft have they, o'er death prevailing, 
Cheered the cold expiring saint. 

While his glassy eyes were failing. 
And the death-dews made him faint. 

Truth it is, beyond denial ; 

Yes, the martyrs felt it glow, 
When they braved their flaming trial. 

Smiling 'mid the direst woe.^ 

[2 See Note.] 

E2 
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Hush, then hush, mj trembling spirit ; 

Cease thy poor discordant note ; 
Round the homes the blest inherit, 

Only life's sweet strains can float. 

Yes, the blest shall bloom for ever, 
Unassailed by earthly strife ; 

And this theme shall weary never, 
'< He that hath the Son hath life." 
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^' He ccUleth His own sheep hy name^ and leadeth them ouV* 

John X. 3. 



Speak, Lord, nor longer silence keep ; 
Oh, grant to Thy poor trembling sheep 

One word, one loving word. 
Thou call'st them Thine ; they hear Thy voice ; 
Obey Thy call ; their hearts rejoice 

To seek their gracious Lord. 

Oh ! speak, dear Jesus, speak to me ; 
Let me Thy sacred footsteps see. 

And hear Thine own sweet call. 
Oh lead me forth, and bring me out, 
From foes that compass me about, 

Let not their hosts appall ! 

Distrust and anxious care would hold 
And bind me prisoner from Thy fold. 

Where feeble lambs should keep. 
Alas ! I'm prone to wander still. 
O'er dreary waste, and thorny hill, 

And barren mountain steep. 
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From unbeliers dark thicket lead. 
And in Thy pastures let me feed ; 

Replete with dying love. 
Oh let me here essay at least 
The fimits, on which the ransomed feast 

Triumphantly above. 



Oh ! could I learn to rest on Thee, 
How safe, dear Shepherd, should I be, 

From every cruel foe. 
No ^^ lions in the way" molest 
The humble soul, who on Thy breast, 

Reposes every woe ! 



While folded in Thy loving arms. 
Released from sorrow's wild alarms. 

And sweetly borne by Thee, 
Oh ! Saviour, they indeed are blest 
Who thus have " entered into rest," 

And Thy salvation see. 

Vd be no more a straying sheep. 
But Jesus, I would closely keep 

To Thy dear sacred heart : 
Oh I bid me come, and hold me fast. 
As long as this frail life shaU last. 

Oh ! let me ne'er depart. 
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There are no wounding thorns above ; 
No briars in the fields of love, 

No cruel, withering blight ; 
Celestial buds of brightest hue, 
In dazzling glory I shall view, 

With wonder and delight I 



And ah, it will be sweet indeed, 
By crystal streams of life to feed, 

And be for ever free ; 
And gloriously led out from all 
The dangers which excite the call, 

'^ Dear Shepherd speak to me." 
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THE DEATH OF STEPHEN. 

^' And he kneeled down, and cried with a loud voice. Lord lay 
" not this m to their charge. And when he had said thiej hefeU 
^^ adeepJ* Acts of the Apostles, vii. 60. 



" He fell asleep ! ** the early martyred sainti 
Hated, derided, tortured ; — ^but complaint 
Of unforgiving sorrow, never spoke, 
Nor murmur of deep anguish 'neath his stroke. 

Ah ! grief had fled for ever from his heart. 
When he beheld the clouds asunder part, 
And saw, with rapture, his dear Saviour stand. 
His Surety, Brother, Friend, at God's right hand. 

His joy unspeakable in that blest hour. 
Full of the Holy Ghost, and heavenly power. 
He fearless told ; and glory then revealed, 
Ere icy death his honored lips had sealed. 

His heart, though nearly crushed beneath the weight 
Of their foul malice, enmity, and hate. 
Forgave his murderers ; oh ! the scene's divine. 
See ! o'er his features rays of glory shine ! 



w 
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Yes, glory streams from yonder world of light ; 
The dying Stephen saw a vision bright ; 
A vision ! It was no mere solar beam ; 
No fancied glory ; no fictitious dream. 

Behold ! Behold ! the loving saint exclaimed, 
^^ I see Him now I My Lord, whom ye defamed 
And hated to the death ; He pleads for me ; 
My risen Christ ! in glory now I see ! " 

His heart, so full of heavenly love and zeal, 
Yearned o'er his murderers ; fain he would reveal 
To them his rapture ; — but in vain he seeks 
To touch the flinty hearts to which he speaks. 

With " one accord'* they rush ; his death pursue ; 
The martyr triumphs ;— Jesus in his view ! 
In faith sublime he pleads, 'mid nature's woes. 
For mercy and forgiveness for his foes. 

They stoned Stephen, confident in love ; 
His soul he yielded to his Friend above : 
By faith beheld the patient martyr's prize ; 
Then, with meek resignation, closed his eyes. 

" He fell asleep*' as flow'rets do at eve ; 
As noiseless, and as fragrant, did he leave 
A howling wilderness of pain and strife, 
To wake in purest realms of endless life. 
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BELIEVER'S BAPTISM. 

^' Suffer it to he so now : for thus it hecometh us tofidJU aU 

righteousness** Matt. iii. 15. 

<* And they went down both into the water j both PhUg^ and 
the Eunuch ; and he hcq^iized himJ* Acts, yiii. 38. 



In Jordan's stream, behold the Baptist stand I 

While sinners press, obeying his command. 

But, ah ! One £urer than the sons of men. 

Faith sees fulfilling righteousness e'en then I 

And ^^ comest Thou to me, mj holy Lord, 

Whom Prophets, Seraphs, Angels have adored ? 

Canst Thou submit to bow Thy blessed head, 

Beneath these waters ? Nay, let me instead 

Be now by Thee baptized ; it must not be, 

That Thou shouldst be o erwhelmed, oh I Christ, by me !" 

Obedience how divine I His Father's law 

Within His heart, would Jesus then withdraw t 

Ah no ! exclaimed His sacred lips divine, 

" Suffer it thus ; My Father's will is Mine." 

And He descends ! Ah, Jordan ! hallowed stream I 

No marvel that celestial splendours beam. 

When, rising from His holy watery tomb. 

Immortal glories shine, and dazading bloom 
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Which shame the fairest tints that nature knows. 

Now ^d the features of the ^' Man of woes." 

A voice is heard ! It is the voice of love I 

And on heaven's King descends the iSlessed dove. 

The Trinity is here ! God reconciled, 

Well pleased in Him, the pure and undefiled. 

Ah faith surveys this scene with glory bright ; 

And more she views than what appears in sight. 

She sees her Lord overwhelmed in Jordan's flood. 

Prefiguring a bath of sweat and blood. 

She views His purity ; the cleansing stream, 

Type of His grace which does from sin redeem. 

She sees, Gethsemane, thy bitter hour. 

Of dark temptation, and of Satan's power I 

His death. His resurrection, here she sees ; 

And what hath pleased her Lord, true &ith can please. 

And thus it is believers now are led 

The liquid path in which He deigned to tread. 

And though a scoffing world has oft despised, 

Tet they are pleased with Christ to be baptized ! 

Ah ! memory in her holiest, happiest flight, 

Now wafls me to a scene of glory bright 

I stand, amid a white-robed, gentle band, 

A candidate for fair Emanuel's land. 

The flood in view, and glory in my heart, 

I'm not afraid for Christ, with all to part. 

A timid girl ; — a lone deserted one ! 

Because I've said " my Father s will be done." 

Ah ! yes, though many frowned, and some despised, 
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I dared to smile at shame, and be baptized : 
To bid " farewell " to all earth's empty toys, 
And bury, in that flood, all sinfal joys ! 
And my sweet sisters I ne'er met before, 
Well known, yet strangers, ah ! on Canaan's shore 
I hope to meet, earth's latest sorrow past. 
Where parity and peace shall ever last. 
What bliss was ours upon that hallowed spot. 
The gazing crowd, the taunting world forgot ; 
Joy crowned us ; joy so holy, so serene ! 
TVixt heaven and us we saw no cloud between. 
The day-star had arisen ; and we were blest : 
God*s will was ours, and ours was Jesu's rest 
His praises in our hearts were sweetly sung, 
While o'er our ransomed souls His banner hung. 
His right-hand did embrace ; His left outspread. 
Supported each reclining, weary head. 
" Draw us," we cried ; Thy matchless love divine 
Is sweeter to our taste than richest wine." 
Oh ! Saviour, then 'twas bliss, 'twas life indeed, 
On the rich manna of Thy love to feed. 
From Egypt freed, we thought our Canaan near. 
And longed that mandate, fUl of bliss, to hear ; 
" Come in my love ; come now, and rest from sin, 
To wear a crown, to share my love, come in." 
Blest was that season when we kiss*d Thy cross. 
The joys of earth were tinsel, dust, and dross I 
And, e*en in death, that hour will still be prized, 
When we were with our blessed Lord baptized. 
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^ B^oicmg in hope/* Romans^ xii. 1 2. 



We hope to join the blessed throng, 
And sing the jojM, holy song 
Which only to the saints belong, 

In yon bright world I 

We hope to see our Saviour's face ; 
His sweetest love, and mercy trace ; 
And praise for ever sovereign grace, 

In yon bright world ! 

We hope ere long to soar above, 
And bow before the throne of love, 
And o'er the land of glory rove,* 

In yon bright world ! 

We hope, from sin to be set free ; 
We long our happy home to see ; 
Dear Lotd, we pray to be with Thee, 

In yon bright world I 
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^'Patient in tribulation" Romans, xii. 12. 



The horizon is dark, but a star will arise, 
And illumine with its lustre my sorrowM eyes ; 
The dim clouds gather blackness, but can I despond. 
While the Spirit assures me there's " glory beyond ? " 

Though the stormy wind raging, endangers my bark. 
He will ne'er let me yield to despondency dark 5 
I am safe, I am safe, e'en beneath the rude billow, 
The " Master ' * is only asleep on a pillow. 

While Omniscience is with me, ah I what can I fear ? 
He will bend to my crying. His pitying ear ; 
Yea, the life He imparted. His spirit will cherish. 
Though " covered with waves," He will ne'er let me perish. 

Ah ! He soon will arise from His slumber divine. 
And refulgence of glory shall surely be mine. 
Hark ! my soul, 'tis a whisper; — I will not despond ; 
'Tis a whisper that tells me there's glory beyond-f 

[* Mark, iv. 38.] [f Rom. viii. 18.] 
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A SOLILOQUY, IN AFFLICTION. 

'' JVe that are in this tabernacle do groan^ being burdened'' 

2 Cor. V. 4. 



Alas ! the painful effort*s vain ; 

Mj head, my hands refuse again 

To meditate or labour more. 

Although entreated o*er and o*er. 

My soul, thou art unwearied still ; 

Though this &ail body is too ill, 

Too feeble to attend thy call, 

And render the assistance small 

Which thou dost crave. But oh ! my mind. 

When these frail members so unkind, 

These hands, these eyes, this aching head, 

Shall slumber with the peaceM dead. 

How wilt thou soar, imprisoned mind. 

And rise, corruption left behind. 

And weakness laid in yonder tomb ! 

How wilt thou revel, 'mid the bloom 

Of immortality's fair light. 

And countless hosts of seraphs bright : 

Those pure angelic spirits fair. 

More dazzling than the sunlit air, 

Through which the silvery wing of bird 
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Glides soaring, till by earth unheard 

His notes, which mingle with the tone, 

(Discernible to Faith alone,) 

Which sometimes breaks upon this sphere 

And ravishes the Christian's ear, 

Which loves to listen at the sky. 

To catch the whisp'rings &om on high 

Of holy Saints or Seraphim 

Who ever chant the praise of Him, 

The Holy One Who ever lives. 

And joy and gladness ever gives 

To all within the land of light. 

The " spirits of the just," how bright ! 

How strong, how pure, how sweetly calm, 

Safe, happy, sheltered from alarm. 

Those glorious Ones ! made like their King, 

How rapturous that song they sing, 

Tia " new," for ever, ever " new," 

Because of Him Whose fisice they view 

Unutterably, sweetly grand, — 

Oh yes, and stiU the notes expand. 

And swell, and rise, till Angels gaze 

On saints redeemed with strange amaze, 

To hear them sing and triumph thus. 

To Him, to Him, Who lov^d us. 



V 
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" Willing rather to he absent from the body^ and to he present 

with the Lord,'' 2 Cor. v. 8. 



Oh ! it were sweet to slip away, 
And be dissolved in a ray 

Of peaceful joy. 
To wake, to breathe, to meet a smile, 
Instead of sorrow, care, and guile. 

And earth's annoy. 

How sweet, in such a ray of light. 
To melt away to glory bright, 

To home of saints ; 
To pass, to glide, unheard, unseen ; 
To hear no groan of anguish keen, 

Or sad complaints. 

From loved and loving faithful hearts. 
Such oft are heaved when one departs, 

While spii'it clings. 
Oh no ; such pain should be unknown 
By those who glide to yonder throne, 

On noiseless wings. 

F 
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And some have been translated thus ; 
In whispers called away from us, 

Without a sigh : 
The bridegroom saw them ready wait ; 
And seraphs showed the pearly gate ; 

And they're on high ! 

They died to live ; they slept to wake ; 
The marriage feast they now partake, 

And they are blest 4 
Their cup is full ; their souls rejoice ; 
Of Christ the Lord, their lovely choice. 

In bliss possessed. 



All, all are theirs ; and they are free : 
They sing " Oh Lamb of God, to Thee 

Be praise divine :" 
And this their living, fadeless joy. 
Their glad, triumphant, sweet employ, 

While angels shine. 



May we who live, live near the gate 
Round which the listening heralds wait 

Their loved command : 
And when the message we receive, 
May we with joy this desert leave 

For glory's land. 
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And whether in a ray of love 
We &de from death, to life above, 

Or pain severe ; 
We are not careM, if, dear Lord, 
One precious smile Thou dost afford, 

Our hearts to cheer. 

We think of death, we think of Thee ; 
We languish Thy loved face to see, 

Once marred with grief. 
Some think Thy coming long delayed. 
But Love, of nought should be afraid ; 
Since sudden change, or death's dull shade, 

Brings sweet relief. 



F2 




68 



REMONSTRANCE TO A FRIEND. 

" Ifo niore a servant^ hut a son; and if a son, then an heir of 
God through ChristJ' Galatians, iv. 7. 



A " servant ! " nay, once Jesus set me free : 
I was a slave, but He delivered me ; 
I was a mourner, but He wiped my tears ; 
I was despairing, but He hushed my fears. 

A servant I nay. He called me once His own. 
His bride, " betrothed in love," to share His throne. 
By nature black, and loathsome in His sight ; 
Now fisur and spotless in His beauty bright ! 

A " servant ! '* bid the fondled child descend, 
And, as a menial, his loved Father tend ; 
And bid him, as a servant, be content ; 
But no ! his heart would be with anguish rent. 

Your mandate he would spurn, and closer twine 
Around that heart, with love almost divine ; 
Ah I no ; he could not, for a servant's place, 
Resign his fond, endearing, close embrace. 
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And can a soul though humbled in the dust, 
Lie passively content, when Christ, her trust, 
Her precious Lord, is far beyond her sight. 
And clouds obscure His face Tfith glory bright I 

She cannot, as a servant, toil and wait, 
And be content in her degraded state : 
She pines in sadness, as a royal bride. 
And longs to flee to her beloved's side. 

Ah I blame her not ; her's is a sacred grief; 
She's looking to the hills for sweet relief. 
O'er Bether's Mountains * Christ will soon appear, 
Allay her anguish, and dispel her fear. 

And when the shadows aJl have fled away, 
She shall, triumphant, reign in endless day, 
Nor mourn again her joys eclipsed by sin ; 
All pure without, and glorious within. 

[♦ Canticles, ii. 17.] 
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ENCOURAGEMENT FOR THE SOLDIERS OF 

THE CROSS. 

'' We wrestle not cigamst flesh and blood, hit against princi- 
^^palities, against powers, against the riders of the darkness of this 
« world." Eph, vi. 12. 

Not flesh and blood alone, 

But all the powers of air ; 

The dark and artful fiends 

That tempt us to despair! 
These are the foes that come to fight, 
And challenge every child of light. 

The powers of darkness dare 

To fright each new-bom soul ; 

But, trembling one, look up ; 

Jehovah can control 
And chain these lions, though they roar ; 
The victory's thine ; believe ; adore I 

The fight, the fight is good ; 

And though thy reason fail ; 

Imagination reel — 

Thy foes shall not prevail. 
The promise stands, " Who trusts in Me, 
Shall even more than conqueror be." * 
[Romans, yiii. 37.] 
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Thy Lord, Oh tempted soul, 

Was by the Spirit led, 

Temptations to endure, 

And was by Angels fed. 
He stood the fire ; He conquered all ; 
Nor will He suffer thee to faU. 



Though heaven and earth may pass, 

With all their countless host, 

Immutable remains 

The Word in which we boast : 
Oh Satan ! prove that Word untrue. 
And credence shall be given to you. 



'* Ye shall not be ashamed, 

Though endless ages roll ; 

I still shall be the same 

To thee, oh trusting soul. 
I spanned the skies ; I formed th& flood ; 
And will remember thee for good.' 



f> 



<' When, as a mighty flood. 
The deadly foe comes in, 
I will send succour down, 
I will withhold from sin ; 
And though he tempt thee to deceive, 
His lies ye never shall believe." 
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We wrestle, Lord, and pray 
'Gainst stem terrific foes ; 
No reason can avail 
To soothe our bitter woes ; 

Oh, send us help ; thy captives free ; 

Or call us home to rest with Thee. 



Nay, nay, methinks a voice 

Is heard, ^' Gro on ; endure ; 

And weep and wrestle on ; 

Make your election sure, 
The worldling, here at ease may be ; 
But life's a battle-field to thee ! ** 



« Fight the "good fight" of faith. 
And grasp " eternal life ;" 
My kingdom must be won 
By agonizing strife : 

Oh ! soldiers of my Cross be bold ; 

Overcome, and s^e a crown of gold." 



" Endure ye to the end ; 

Through tribulation press ; 

I will in glory come. 

My " little ones '* to bless. 
And wipe their weary, weeping eyes, 
And they shall triumph in the skies ! " 
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'' Having a desire to departj and to he wUh Christ ; which is 

FAB BETTEB." Phil. 1. 23. 

" Far better," yes it would be better far 
To flee from this corrupted house of clay, 
And take possession of my heavenly home, 
More bright than Mrest jewel's loveliest ray. 

" Far better" would it be to leave the sin 
Which cleaves to all things here ; to glory rise. 
And robed in purity, and crowned with joy, 
Dwell with the undefiled, beyond the skies. 

There, through the land of spirits glorified. 
Flow the pure crystal streams of endless life. 
Overshadowed by the fadeless bow of peace, 
Whose brilliant hues disperse all clouds of strife. 

And there the " spirits of the just" conmnme ; 
No lonely heart in solitude can sigh. 
All know, as they are known, and softest hands 
Of tenderest love, wipe every tearful eye. 

There, in perfection, every grace divine 
In dazzling beauty waves, in perfumed air ; 
Oh ! sunny Canaan, ardently I long 
To see thy clustering blossoms pure and fair. 
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Lovei joy, and peace, sweet firuits ! are there mature, 
Where Jesus reigns and smiles ; thej flourish best 
Amid the meekly pure and sanctified, 
Amid the glories of the spirits blest* 

" Far better " would it be indeed, my soul, 
For thee to fiee to purity and rest ; 
But though '' &r better," wait thy Father's time. 
His WILL, not thy desire, is surely best. 
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" Tour Ufe is hid with Christ in (?oJ." Colossians, iii^ 3. 



There is a life, an inner life, 
Apart from all terrestrial things ; 
Whose breathings, actings, tearful strife. 
Are all unseen as angeVs wings. 
That hover o*er the ransomed hearts 
From which dull nature's sleep departs. 

There is a love, a deathless love. 
Which pure regenerate spirits feel ; 
A quenchless ardour ; far above 
What fondest earthbound hearts reveal. 

It comes from God ; a sacred flame ; 

Its source, and object, are the same. 

There is a kingdom in the soul. 
Which once set up shall never fail ; 
But mightier grow, till its control 
O'er every word and wish prevail : 
Till every high and lofly thought 
Is into meek subjection brought. 
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There is a home ; a blessed home, 
Where pain and grief can come no more ; 
A welcome sweet for those who roam, 
And weeping, wish their labour o'er : 
The travail sore, the weary strife. 
Shall there be " swallowed up of life." 



There is a crown, a shining throne, 
A harp, a robe of dazzling white, 
A smile of love, to earth unknown, 
Which glitters o'er the hills of Hght, 
A Father's heart, a Saviour's arms, 
A sacred rest from all alarms. 



This " inner life," this deathless love, 
Oh I Saviour, more in me reveal ; 
And let me walk with Thee, above, 
And less of earth's contagion feel. 
Oh ! make me holj, blameless here, 
That like Thee I may soon appear. 



There is One " Faithful," only One, 
And Thou art He, " The Just and True," 
Who speaketh, and the work is done. 
And souls are pure as crystal dew. 

Oh ! speak that holiness to me, 

And purity to look on Thee. 
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" Be clothed with kumiUty.*' 1 Peter, v. 5. 



" Be clothed with humility ; " pure angels wear it ; 

And glorified spirits will ever appear 
In that beautiful garment which God's brightest glory 

In this vale of woe condescended to wear. 
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" Be clothed with humility ; " Christ was " all glorious ; 

'Mid sin and deformity, brightly He shone : 
With resplendence of purity through the clear raiment 

He bids thee, Oh ! Christian, now wear as thine own. 



Pride encompasseth worldlings ; but saints should be humble. 

Submissive and lowly to all who surround : 
The brightest and fairest of Sharon's fedr roses, 

Appeared as a root out of dry barren ground. 

" Be clothed with humility ; " heirs of the kingdom. 
Your Father s most gracious when thus you appear ; 

'Tis the raiment of heaven ! He loves to behold it. 
Though now it is gemmed with the penitent's tear. 

*' Be clothed with humility : *' wouldst thou be happy, 
Oh I Christian ? then learn to be lowly indeed ; 

Not to outward display, or to proud ostentation. 
But Him, who thy heart's resignation can read. 
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Humility is not a pensive external, 

A meek lowly converse, a sorrowful tone i 
But it is, it is only the spirit which ever 

Delighteth in pleasing the ^' Fathbb alone." 

Ah I wouldst thou have grace ? 'tis reserved for the humble ; 

Then cease from thy wisdom, thy beauty, and strength ; 
Be nothing ; be << less than the least," and thou sweetly 

Shalt rest in the arms of thy Saviour at length. 

" Be clothed with humility ; " seraphs admire it ; 

They gaze on the bright spangled circle above ; 
And see the bright jewel, with lustre adorning 

The garments all woven by infinite love. 

The King's Daughter is glorious vdth Jesu's fair graces ; 

Her clothing is spotless, of finely wrought gold ; 
But fairest she shines when humility crowns her, 

More brilliant than crystalline gems to behold. 

" Be clothed with humility ; " e'en the dear river 
Which flows near the foot of Jehovah's bright throne, 

And the rainbow encircling yon pure happy spirits, 
Derive all their splendour from Jesus alone. 

And the Bride of the Lamb in her glory triumphant, 

And beauty transcendently fair and divine, 
Joins with meek adoration the rapturous chorus, 

" Lord not unto us ; all the glory is Thine." 
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" Be clothed with humility ; " Jesus, we pray Thee 
Take Pride from the hearts of Thy children so frail : 

When we draw near Thy throne in the dress Thou hast chosen, 
Thou wilt not " resist " us ; but we shall prevail. 
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« The Holy Ohost'' 1 John, v. 7. 



After hearing a Sermon preached by Mr. S**** of Harrow, from 

the above words. 



Who moved upon the mighty deep, 
Aroused dark chaos from its sleep. 
And spread abroad the starry host I 
'Twas Thou, O God the Holy Ghost ! 

Who decked the vales, and raised the hills, 
And formed a thousand crystal rills, 
And all that here delights us most ? 
'Twas Thou, God the Holy Ghost ! 

Who quickens sinners dead in sin. 
And breathes " eternal life" within, 
And guides their feet to glory's coast ? 
Tis Thou, O God the Holy Ghost ! 

Whose presence only can revive. 
And keep my languid soul alive ; 
Ah I surely I should praise Thee most. 
Divine, and loving Holy Ghost ! 
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When faith was dim, and Scripture sealed, 
The precious truth Thou hast revealed, 
Of which, through grace, I make my boast, 
And praise Thj love, O Holy Ghost ! 

To comfort Christ's afflicted ones, 
Whom God the Father owns as sons, 
When they are tried and tempted most, 
Thou dost appear, O Holy Ghost ! 

When sickness bows the feeble head, 
Thy wings of mercy are o'erspread. 
And Thy sweet power is felt the most, 
Li healing love, O Holy Ghost ! 

When mingling in the busy hum 

Of mortal life, the soul is dumb, 

And thronged with cares ; — tormenting host4. 

ITiy whisper's heard, O Holy Ghost I 

Oh I in the agony of death. 
When shorter grows each painful breath, 
Then waft a breeze from glory's coast, 
To raise my soul, O Holy Ghost! 

The God, the Mighty God art Thou, 
Before whose throne the seraphs bow ; 
And when I join their shining host, 
ril praise Thee more, O Holy Ghost ! 
o 
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" / counsel thee to buy of me gold ttied in the fire^ 
that thou mayest he rich; and white raiment^ thai thou 
mayest he clothed,^* Revelations, ill. 18. 



Twas in a vision of the night, 
I stood arrayed in garments white, 
And waking, heard the words of love, 
Brought by the angel from above. 

" I counsel thee to come and buy ; 
Fine gold, white raiment 111 supply ; 
Anoint thine eyes, and bid thee see ; 
Come, lukewarm soul, and buy of me.^ 
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" Think not that thou art rich, and wise ; 
In ignorance thy danger lies : 
Thou knowest not thy wretched fate. 
Nor dost thou see thy ruined state." 

Ah I who is this that counsels me ? 
The Prince of Peace ? Yes, yes 'tis He 
But, oh ! a beggar poor am I ; 
How can I go to Him and buy ? 
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What could I offer to repay ? 
Would tearful penance done each day, 
Complete the purchase I would make ? 
Ah, no ! conditions I should break. 

" Fine gold, " alas ! can not be bought 
By me, with e'en one holy thought : 
And nothing but sweet mercy free, 
Can make the blessings sure to me. 

Yet still He says " Oh ! come and buy ; 
Come without money, now apply ; 
Bring sin, bring misery untold, 
And in exchange receive my gold.** 

'' Bring dust and ashes ; guilt and sin ; 
These shall a robe of glory win ; 
Bring, bring a crushed and melting heart, 
Inclined with all below to part," 

^' And wealth in heaven shall then be thine ; 
A weight of glory ; robes that shine, 
And brilliant crowns, poor smner, free 
For all who come to buy of me." 

Oh I wondrous Coimsellor ! I come ; 
To such surprising terms Fm dumb ! 
** Buy without money I " this is grace 
Above, beyond my power to praise ! 

G2 
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No more 1*11 murmur or repine : 
Thy dazzling riches shall be mine ! 
Thou best Beloved One of my soul, 
I yield, I yield to Thy control. 

" I counsel thee, I counsel thee :" 
Dear Lord, thus ever speak to me ; 
And bid each earth-bom sorrow fly, 
Whene'er I come to Thee, and buy. 

And when this dying life is done, 
And my last stage is nearly run. 
Oh ! whisper, " sinner come on high ; 
Inherit all my love could buy." 

" The wealth I counsel thee to buy. 
At fearful cost do I supply : 
I bought thy bliss with bitter groans, 
With dreary horrors, fainting moans." 

" With Calvary's thirst, and dying strife, 
Secured thy everlasting life I 
And now, I counsel thee to buy 
The radiant glories of the sky ! "^ 

O Lamb of God ! O Prince of Peace ! 
Shall grateful adoration cease 
From ransomed sinners raised on high. 
Whose full redemption Thou didst buy ? 
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^^And He that sat upon the throne said, Behold! I make 
" all things new.** Revelations, xxi. 5. 

He that sitteth on the throne, 

Wonderful in might alone. 

Glorious in holy love, 

Maketh all things new above ! 

Tears are old ; for Adam wept ; 

Death is old ; for Adam slept. 

Labour's old ; and grief and pain ; 

Hatred's old ; — see Abel slain I 

Ah ! deceit is very old. 

And the Tempter still is bold ; 

And as crafty every plan, 

As the lie which ruined man. 

Cruel envy too, is old ; 

See the loving Joseph sold. 

Grief is old : — see Jacob mourn, 

" When will Benjamin return ? 

Joseph is not, Simeon's gone ; 

Spare my best beloved one." 

Ah ! above, these things are not : 

Anguish, pains, — are all forgot : 

And the " Faithful and the True,*' 

Where He reigns, makes "all things new." 

See ! ah, see I the shining throne, 

Radiant with His love alone ! 
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See the rainbow's dazzling light ! 
See the saints in shining white ! 
See the King I— ah, hear Him say 
^< Gome ye children of the day ; 
Forest joys are now for you, 
And they are for ever new." 
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THE DYING BELIEVER. 



I go to do as angels do ; to see what angels see ; 

I go, — oh bliss ! to be more pure than purest angels be. 

I go to sing as angels sing the praises of the Lamb ; 

To bow beneath a weight of bliss, before the Great " I AM." 



I go to live as angels live, in mansions made of light ; 
And soon my raptures will outsoar the boldest seraph's flight. 
I go to see Him whom I love ; to share His azure throne ; 
To wear His dazzling righteousness, which Faith has made 
my own. 

Angelic robes were ne*er so pure as those I soon shall wear, 
The Lord, the King of bliss, is mine ; and I*m divinely £ur. 
The *' Sun hath looked upon me,** and His comeliness is mine; 
I go, I go to dwell with Him, and in His likeness shine. 

I go to sing as angels sing ; nay, my triumphant song 
Will be more sweet than ever burst from the angelic throng. 
They praise the glories of the Lamb ; but ah ! they never fell ; 
They know not the amazing love that rescued me from hell. 



88 

I go to live as angels live, in holiness serene ; 
To worship Him who once was slain, without a veil between. 
Oh I ^arth, farewell ; to die is sweet ; nay more, eternal gain ; 
Mortality, ^urewell ; I break, I burst thine iron chain. 

I'm going, yes, Tm going now to be dissolved in death ! 
But oh ! the joy I enter on with my expiring breath ! 
The gales of glory fka my cheek, so wasted and so pale : 
Oh immortality I e'en now, thy golden light I hail I 

My icy lips refuse to tell the glories faith can see ; 
Farewell; the " spirits of the just'* are waiting now for me. 
Thus sweetly sang the placid saint ; but, ere to bliss she flew^ 
Again she smiled, and said, ^^ I go to do as angels do." 
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Lines composed after reading the exquisite and affecting Memoir 
of '^ Leila Adoy the young Jewish Convert^* 

Beautiful Leila I how pure was thj spirit, 

How radiant with love, and encircled with light, 

Which gleamed from the realms that the blessed inherit. 
Where now thou art walking with Jesus in white. 

Beautiful Leila ! the fruits of salvation, 

With love, joy, and peace, and beatified taste, 

Ruled sweetly within, and divine adoration. 
Had made thee too holy for this desert waste. 

Beautiful Leila ! thy love so enchanting, 

Thy faith so triumphant, thy patience so meek. 

Impress the conviction that I am found wanting, 
Too formal and earthly : — too wayward and weak. 

Beautiful Leila ! when insult was offered. 

Thou heardest a voice saying, ^^ conquer through me ;'' 
And though tears dimmed thine eyelids, the cup that was 
proffered. 

Though bitter to nature, was welcome to thee I 
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Beautiful Leila ! thy life was a vision ; 

A vision of beautj let down from above : 
And although it was marred by the bigot's derision, 

'Twas brightened with glory, and holiest love. 

Beautiful Leila t I view fix>m a distance, 

The " King in His beauty" whom now you behold ; 
If the dove's silVry pinions would lend their assistance, 

rd fly to thy country, whose pavements are gold. 

Beautiful Leila ! escaped every fetter 

That held thy sweet soul from the land of her birth, 
Oh ! thy portion is blessed ; transcendently better 

Than that of the exile still pining on earth. 

Beautiful Leila ! the bright angels bore thee 

Through pearly gates, guarding thy mansion of light, 

Where the banner of love everlasting waves o'er thee. 
And God is thy glory, imspeakably bright. 

Beautiful Leila I 111 muse on thee often, 

And pray for thy tranquil and sanctified death : 

And may angels ^ny last bitter agonies soften, 
As when they watched over thy languishing breath. 
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TO OLD AGE. 

In childhood's hour I thought thee dear : 
Thy feeble step had nought to fear : 
And when a thoughtless girl^ I smiled, 
And playfully thy cares beguiled ; 
The calm pale brow I did not shun. 
But would from youthful &ncies run 
To soothe the pains of feeble age, 
By reading many a holy page. 
And oft, in twilight's hour, repeat 
Poetic strains divinely sweet, 
Which my fond listener never tired, 
But with home-longings oft inspired. 
That time is o'er ; but ah ! e'en now 
I muse upon the placid brow. 
And seem to hear the pleasing tone 
Of one whose lips were oftien known 
To utter words resigned and sweet. 
Through patient suffering rendered meet 
To breathe a holy atmosphere I 
No more, in agony severe, 
Shell tell me " Grod is ever kind ; 
Too wise to err, or tihange His mind." 



92 

'Twas He ordained that years of pain, 
Should her bright palm of victory gain^ 
And ah I I thought thee not a foe, 
When her poor head in death lay low : 
I thought not age and death were foes. 
As often at the day's calm close, 
I sat within a burial ground. 
Beside her grave, a pleasant mound : 
Beneath a fruitful vine 'twas placed, 
Fit resting place for one who graced 
E'en this dull vale of sickness drear, 
Nor murmured through each tedious year : 
And twelve she slowly counted o'er, 
Since health forsook, to charm no more. 
Yes, age sat lightly on that brow. 
Adorned with gems of glory now ! 



But six and twenty years I've known. 
And now, ah now, I'm free to own 
That age has not a pleasing face ; 
Nor can I welcome its embrace. 
Oh I youthful years, speed not so fast ; 
Entreaty's vain ! youth will not last ! 
And something unexpressed I feel. 
As age's footsteps near me steal. 
Mysterious 'tis ; but mortals shrink 
From e'en avowing what tHey think 
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Concerning ruthless age and death, 
Though both approach with every breath : 
As if they could be cheated off, 
By careless smile, and thoughtless scoff! 



And why, oh why, my wa3rward heart. 
Dost thou from age with terror start ? 
Oh ! if thou canst, the cause define 
Of all this fearful dread of thine. 
Youth has a softly blooming cheek ; 
But age has accents kind and meek. 
Youth has a brilliant sparkling eye ; 
But age has sympathy's sweet sigh. 
Youth has a laugh of music wild ; 
But age is wisdom's darling child. 
Youth has a welcome sweet for joy ; 
But age will soothe when grie& annoy. 
Youth fascinates with hollow sound ; 
But with old age firm truth is found. 
Then age no more 1*11 shrink from thee ; 
Steal gently on thy pace to me. 
Ah I do not come with frown severe, 
But smile as when I thought thee dear. 
And if we never, never meet. 
My doom will be more bless'd, more sweet. 
I then shall go, while yet 'tis day. 
Where years can never pass away : 
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Where Abraham and Jacob meet 

In Canaan's bloom at Jesu's feet, 

With Enoch, Noah, David, Paul, 

And comitless hosts that grace shall call 

From earth to heaven, from death to life. 

To calm repose, from cruel strife. 

But shall I be matured so soon. 

When they outlived their manhood's noon ? 

Ah ! no, there's suffering still to fear. 

Perhaps through many a tedious year. 

More tears to weep, more sighs to heave. 

Ere I my land of exile leave. 

But be it so : grace wiU be given. 

Till every earthly tie is riven.— 

Then age, Til try to welcome thee ; 

And thou shalt smile, a friend to me. 
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THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS. 

What will communion be at home, 
When those who now in sorrow roam, 
From all their grie& and sin set free, 
Shall Jesus, in " His beauty " see ? 
What will communion be, for ne'er, 
Is sorrow's bitter tear, shed there ; 
Nor is there heard the moumer*s sigh ; 
But radiant joy lights every eye. 
Ah say, what will communion be, 
When saints, from sin for ever fi«e, 
Shall mourn no more the " carnal mind," 
The eye to charms celestial blind. 
What win communion be on high, 
When we behold our Saviour nigh ; 
Nor through a " lattice" see His fece 
Replete with love, and full of grace. 
Oh ! say what will communion be. 
When we our God and Father see 
All glorious on His dazzling throne. 
Well pleased His prodigals to own. 
How shall we praise constraining grace. 
The spirit s love, and mercy trace ! 
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Well praise as we ne'er praised before, 

When on that happy happy shore. 

What songs of victory will be ours ! 

What loving praise in Canaan's bowers ! 

No walls of unbelief are near, 

No songs of triumph checked by fear. 

For oh I no mortal can unfold 

The heaven the saints will soon behold \ 

But ah I this is enough for me, 

Heaven is — Communion, Lord, with Theb. 
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On visiting Benlly Priory^ Stanmort, on th$ day 

of Public Sale.^ 

How strange are the forms that around me are pressing, 
In earnest and busy contention to share ; 

The mansion, where royalty dwelt, dispossessing 
Of all its attractions so costly and rare. 

The mirrors where Beauty beheld her own brightness ; 

The couches that languishing royalty pressed ; 
And all the adomings of elegant lightness, 

By art's lovely fingers so tastefully dressed. 

The paintings and sculptures of graceful designing ; 

The china, and vases, and draperies fair ; 
Creations of wealth and of genius combining, 

Are hurriedly passed, with indifferent air. 

The gorgeous brocading, the splendors long hoarded. 
Are viewed with the dealer's inquisitive brow ; 

Or hastily seized by the hand of the sordid. 

Who heeds not, who feels not thy loneliness now. 

Oh ! Earth, thou art mutable ; all thy professions 
Are brightest when most they allure to betray I 

Thou hast no enduring, no sacred possessions. 
For all that is earthly is doomed to decay ! 

[3 See Note.] 

H 
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How blest is the soul that can rise far above thee, 
And think on the future with holy delight! 

In sweet aspirations, with rapture, can love thee 
Oh ! City of Jasper, so dazzling and bright I 

Where dwellings can never be lone and forsaken ; 

Nor mansions deserted and tenantless stand ; 
For Love — ^its foundation — can never be shaken, 

And Death maj not enter Emmanuel's land. 

Oh! mansion, &rewell ; for I will not review thee, 
Revisit thy chambers, or lovely parterre : 

Ah who, for a moment, would liken unto thee 

That ^^ House in the Heavens,'* more holy and fair! 

Jehovah, its builder, constructed that dwelling 
Unchangeable, &ultless, and dateless, and free ; 

Oh ! that is the mansion, all others excelling, 
Compared with whose glory, no beauty I see. 

That House ! bow I wait, how I long to behold it! 

Tis made without hands, in the kingdom abovew 
Redeemer, come quickly, and sweetly unfold it. 

In Ailness of bliss, in Thy &thomless love. 



99 



A WELCOME TO THE VIOLET. 



The north wind is blowing, 

Yet sunbeams are glowing, 
And gilding your emerald bed. 

Oh I my Mr one, arise, 

Ope your beautiful eyes. 
And erect your sweet delicate head. 

E'en the calm Daisy pale. 

Like a star in the vale. 
Shines, nor shrinks from the cold frosty dew ; 

But no joy to my heart 

Does her presence impart, 
When I languish, my charmer, for you. 

Your repose I must break. 

For 'tis time to awake, 
Come, and scatter your smiles of delight : 

Your velvet adorning. 

On this sunny morning. 
Needs fear not a withering blight. 

H2 
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The Snowdrop had faded, 

The Crocus unshaded, 
By tapestried hangings of green, 

Passed before you away, 

Into pallid decay, 
And they left you, Spring's loveliest Queen. 

Did you not hear me pass 

Softly o'er the damp grass, 
As I fondly repaired to your side ? 

Nay, alas ! on your bed, 

You lay scentless and dead! 
And while Flora was blushing, you died. 

When a mantle of snow 

Covered all things below. 
You were veiled as a beautiful Bride ; 

And a pearly chain brightly 

Encircled you lightly. 
While wintry winds moumftilly sighed. 

When a deep crimson blush 

Doth the Summer Rose flush. 
And the Lilies are robed with the light, 

You will shun their display. 

And rich gorgeous array, 
And will hide yourself fiar from my sight ! 
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In your neat little bower, 
I am glad you've no power, 

Your delectable fragrance to hide ; 
You shall bloom for my sake. 
While sweet lessons I take, 

And sweet peri^ime inhale at your side. 

When life's Summer has fled, 

I shall rest my cold head 
Until Death's icy winter is o'er ; 

But I too, shall awake, 

When THAT ^< Morning" shall break. 
And undimmed by a cloud evermore I 
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ON THE DEPARTURE OF MAY. 

All ! dear to Friendsliip's name, thou beauteous May, 

I watch with soft regret thy parting ray, 

So loving, and so tender at the last, 

I sigh to think thy smile will soon be past. 

Thy promises too frequent long to stay. 
Thy golden blushes, too, must pass away ! 
Thy breathings of delicious, rare perfume. 
Departing, leave a thought of chilling gloom ; 

A shade upon my heart ; oh ! charmer stay. — 
Ah ! not so swiftly flee from me away. 
Sweet May, I love thee, for in thy soft light 
Fond memory traces hours of gladness bright. 

Yet thou must leave me ! oh ! departing one, 
Thy robes are brilliant as the golden sun : 
Thy feet press lightly on the smiling earth, 
Which wake to beauty at thy happy birth. 

The drooping lily-bells of pearly white. 
Exhaled sweet odours when thou cam'st in sight, 
And timid rose-buds peeped from em'rald bowers. 
And tuneful birds rejoiced in thy soft hours. 
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And jet thou art departing, beauteous May, 
When all creation now invites thy stay : 
Alas, alas, beloved, a fond farewell, 
I owe thee. May, a debt too vast to telL 
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A FAREWELL TO THE ROSES. 



The summer is flying, 

And blossoms are dying, 
And roses, sweet roses are fisiding away : 

Their blushes are fleeting. 

They shrink firom my greeting. 
And languidly whisper " We bloom to decay.** 



" We glowed in the morning, 

And, evening adorning, 
We soothed thee, oh ! mortal, with breathings of love ; 

And now, ere we depart, 

We would waft to thy heart 
A perfume celestial from Eden above." 



^' Thou hast loved and admired. 

And too fondly desired 
That stUl we might linger, and always be thine ; 

But pale shadows are we 

Of what's blooming for thee, 
Where Sharon's sweet rose doth in purity shine." 
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<< Then with frail emblems part, 

And oh ! pray that thy heart 
May be perfumed and hallowed with grace from on high; 

And enclose in thy breast, 

Of ten thousands the best, * 
That Rose which expanded on CalVry to die 1" 



'< But which liveth to bloom 

Beyond death and the tomb, 
Of fragrance celestial, and purely divine; 

So transcendently &ir. 

That naught, naught ean compare 
With the brightness of glory which ever is thine." 



" Then we so much fairer. 

And sweeter, and dearer ! 
Adoringly turn to thy treasure above. 

Whom saints are admiring 

With ardour untiring ; 
Emmanuel, enthroned in the glory of love ! " 

[♦ Song of Solomon, v. 10; ii. 1.] 
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FAREWELL TO SUMMER. 

Sweet summer, how I languished for thy beautiful perfume ; 
And waited, with impatient love, to see thy graces bloom. 
I marked the heralds of thy smile awake from slumber deep, 
And watched the spring's pale nurslings from their verdant 
couches peep. 

Oh I howl longed to see thee, with thy train of dazzling light, 
Bedecked with wreaths of blushing buds, and lilies purely 

white; 
Thy coronet of glorious gems, arranged with floral grace. 
To crown with joy, and light with love, thy fair celestial fece. 

At length, the hidden violet perfruned the tender grass ; 
And beauty blushed, in em'rald bowers, while thou didst 

swiMy pass 
O'^r broidered fields, and azure banks, with garments wove 

of light. 
So fiiir, so dazzling was thy smile, it spoke of promise bright. 

I fondly hoped all pain would fly before thy golden ray ; 
But gloomy thoughts oppressed by night, and languor marked 

each day. 
Ah ! thou didst promise mental strength, and blissful powers 

of thought ; 
But all thy painted rosy smiles, to me no rapture brought. 
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And now thy robe is fading, and thj cheek is growing pale ; 
Thy brilliant charms are waning fast, before the chilling gale : 
Thy reign of beauty's closing ; and the wind, with dreary 

moan. 
Is whispering " oh ! lonely heart, thou dost not sigh alone.*' 

Farewell, farewell, sweet summer-time, I would I were alone; 
But ah! disease came on thy wing with many a dying groan, 
Which awed our listening spirits, and forbade us to rejoice. 
As fearfully they mingled with the music of thy voice. 

My soul, there is a genial clime where death is never known ; 
Where summer's knell is never heard, in Autumn's dreary 

moan. 
There, only there, for ever reigns the sunshine of the soul. 
At God's right hand, where deathless joys in endless circles 

roU. 

I hope, departing loveliness, thy antitype to see. 
When vast eternity shall ope its golden gates to me. 
Oh I then a blooming Paradise shall burst upon my sight, 
Where everlasting summer smiles on radiant spirits bright. 

Oh bliss, beyond conception great I all figures fail me now ! 
Unutterable thought I to gaze upon my Saviour's brow ; 
To realize a glory, ne'er by seraph mind conceived, 
And see the crystal streams of life ; yea, more than faith 
believed. 
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No mental cloud, no languid form, moves o'er that glorious 

strand ; 
No fading leaves awake a sigh amid that tearless band ; 
Health, purity, and peace are there ; they flourish there alone : 
Oh ! when shall I attain to thee, and heaven be all my own f 

There, summer, thou shalt ever bloom, as when our parents 

stood 
In that fiur garden made by Him whose works were ^^ very 

good;" 
Ere sin had breathed its poison dire, among the golden flowers 
Whose silken tendrils clung around Mr Eden's happy bowers. 
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TO THE FADING LEAVES. 



Fading leaves, ye've one fond lover ; 

One who hailed your natal day ; 
Smiled to see you fondly hover 

To salute the lips of May. 

When ye burst your dreary prison, 

Banged in beautiful array. 
Then I felt my heart uprisen, 

And with rapture hailed the day ! 

Then were ye most sweetly scented. 
Fragrant with the spring's perfume, 

When stem winter had relented 
And released you from his tomb. 

And ye smUed, ye smiled in gladness, 
As ye wooed the golden light. 

Streaming e'en through vales of sadness. 
Gilding each with beauty bright. 

Ah ! IVe seen ye still aspiring. 
Greeting clouds of silv'ry white, 

'Till I too have been desiring 
To ascend those hills of light. 
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And when day's fair orb was setting, 
Robed in grandeur in the west, 

Then I sought you ; ne'er forgetting 
Whose sweet gifts I loved the best! 

And when gloomy rain clouds hovered 
O'er the pensive brow of night, 

Watching you, I have discovered 
Gem-like drops of living light! 

And the crystal pearls adorning, 
Made your velvet surface fair ; 

As upon a bridal morning. 
Your atture was rich and rare ! 

In the noontide gales ye fluttered, 
Gaily smiling 'mid the breeze ; 

And with vernal charms unuttered, 
Beautified the living trees. 

But ye're fading I still I love you, 
I can watch your sad decay. 

And look forward, far above you. 
To a brighter happier day. 

Though ye fiside, ye shall not perish. 
But revive, yet &irer still ; 

Living streams your life shall cherish ; 
Streams from Zion's holy hill. 
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Where the " tree of life '* shall flourish, 
And its glorious fruits display ; 

And immortal springs shall nourish 
Leaves which never fade away. 
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« NERVOUSNESS ! " WHAT IS IT? 



A cloud, a mist, a hideous shade, 
By reason's voice still darker made. 
A subtle labyrinth, the mind 
In vain endeavours to unwind. 
A dull distempered dream of woe, 
Which none but its afflicted know. 
'Tis falsehood's whisper : terrors drear, 
That breathe in the affiighted ear, 
And make existence but a pain. 
And consolation void and vain. 
An artful net ; a cruel snare ; 
A grief its tortured victims bear, 
*Till low they sink in dark despair. 



Thus Nature speaks ; but Faith can trace. 
Behind these horrors, one dear face, 
Once dim with grief, once pale and worn. 
Once lacerated by the thorn. 
Ah ! lovely lips ! My soul, attend ; — 
What accents now to heaven ascend : — 
" Father, — ^Thy will, not mine, be done ; " 
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Thus pleaded the incarnate One ; — 

« If it be possible " ^but no ;— 

He drank each bitter drop of woe, 
Although a Son I — ^And shall I shrink! 
Shall dust and ashes fear to drink 
The cup of Christ ; and think it hard 
From joyous health to be debarred ? 
Nay! though I feel the piercing thorn 
Perpetual, 'till each nerve be worn, 
Fll not despair ; — There is a shore 
Where pale disease assails no more. 
And they who here are tempted most, 
More swifUy gain that blissful coast. 
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TO CONSUMPTION. 



Much have I heard of thy dread, withering blight, 

And of thy cruel and relentless reign. 

Consumption ! Great art thou in sternest might ; 

Pale, pale thy terrors! mortal is thy pain ; 

Little thou carest, though thy victim be 

The beautiful, the loved, the choicest fair 

Of happy group that only sunshine see. 

On flowery eminence above earth's care, 

And see no signs of harm ; no reason to beware. 

Ah! no, so stealthy is thy silent pace. 

That thou canst clasp the sweet one to thy breast, 

Ere thou hast dimmed the lustre of that face. 

Or with thine icy seal, those temples pressed. 

The mother sinks beneath thy cruel sway ; 

But clings to life, while husband, children, wail ; 

Who mourn her fainting languor day by day, 

Yet still, believing thy deceitful tale, 

'Till her poor heart, and flesh, and hope, together fail. 



115 

Yes, earthly hope doth fail, and in the grave, 

The narrow home of poor mortality I 

They see thee lay the victim thou didst crave ; 

But she shall rise, and hail futurity : 

Futurity of bliss ; where burning cheek. 

Nocturnal anguish, daily woes, no more 

Shall break the soft repose of spirits meek, 

Who sleep in Jesus, pain and sorrow o'er. 

To wake in His sweet image, and His love adore ! 

The pallid student thou hast often claimed ; 

And just when prospects of preferment rose. 

And flushed with joy; then, then, thy pale hand chained 

To yon close room, where pity watched his woes ; 

Has seen the aspirations fondly rise, 

And heard the yearnings after life again, 

Till sympathy has wept thy flattering lies ; 

For well she knew them crafty, false and vain ! 

That failing step could never health's sweet joys regain. 

The humble peasant too, untaught, and rude. 

Thou dost arrest with all thy gloomy signs : 

Into the lowly hut thou dost intrude, 

Writing against its inmates bitter lines. 

Stern poverty and care were there before ; 

And age, bereaved of comforts wealth can bring ; 

Ah ! couldst thou not pass by that cottage door ? 

Ah ! couldst thou liot withhold thy deathly sting ? 

Why didst thou order there, griefs solemn knell to ring ? 

12 
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But, ah I remonstrances with thee are naught ; 

The rich, the poor, illiterate, and famed. 

Are all, by tliee, in frequent visits sought, 

And by thy hollow tones of languor named. 

Then, hushed that voice 'twas melody to hear ; 

Then, heavy is that step 'twas joy to meet ; 

And pallid that sweet face, and dimming tear, 

Too often resting where soft blushes sweet, 

Of smiling health and joy, did love's dear accents greet 

ConsnmpUon ! I have seen thy dreadful form ; 
Have felt thy presence in the shades of death, 
And seen the heavings of thy direful storm, 
Witnessed thy victim, panting for the breath 
'Twas agony to gain ; by thy command. 
Still shortened, — shortened, — ^and at last denied ; 
Whilst thou, true friend of death, didst calmly stand, 
And smile where all but thee, have wept and sighed : — 
But thou dost lead Christ's lovers over life's last tide. 

Short, short thy triumph, oh ! tyrannic Queen ; 

Thy victims 'scape from thee, with their last sigh : 

And some of heaven's own favoured ones have seen 

Thy iron shackles from their spirits fly ; 

And swiftly soared, as on bright angel wings, 

Far, far beyond the boundaries of time ! 

And paused, enraptured, while glad welcome rings, 

And greets them, ere they reach the blessed clime 

Where they shall reign with Christ in light and joy sublime. 
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The faded mother is all glorious there : 
She sees her Saviour on His golden throne : 
She loves, and worships, through no bitter teai*, 
And hails, in fields of light, her loved, her own. 
Her long-lost children she embraces now ; 
The gems, once cherished, she no more will miss : 
They sweetly shine upon the blessed brow 
Of Him who died that they might live in bliss. 
She praises, and adores, O Lord, such love as this! 

The weary learner of what earth could teach, 
Shall there the mysteries of this love explore ; 
And as his radiant soul new wonders reach. 
How does he pause I while shining hosts adore. 
" Where is the scribe ? *' where is the learned now ? 
Amazed he asks, of all earth's wisest band 
To whose great intellect I once could bow. 
That e'er conceived the lore of this blest land. 
Or dreamed of truths recorded by Jehovah's hand. 

Ah I yes, consumption, thou art given to Saints, 

Among the '^ All things " which the Saviour bought ; 

And the expiring one, ere Nature faints. 

Can look upon thee as a thing of naught ; 

Or but a swifl conductress to the realm 

Of perfect purity, and lasting joy. 

And ecstasies sublime his soul o'erwhelm, 

Freed from thy agonizing, pale annoy. 

By Him who conquered Death, and did thy sting destroy. 
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TO A CHRISTIAN BROTHER ON THE BANKS 

OF JORDAN. 



Brother, in thy reed-like weakness, 
See thy loving Saviour near ; 

O I with more than dovelike meekness. 
Near to soothe thee ; calm each fear. 

Dost thou Mnt beneath the anguish, 
Of disease's wasting power ? 

He is near when thou dost languish ; 
Near thee^ in thy saddest hour. 

He whose love all love excelleth ; 

Whom no human eye may see. 
Faith assures me, inly dwelleth, 

Sympathizing, blessing thee. 

And though flesh and heart are failing. 
And the world receding fast ; 

Jcsu's merits arc prevailing. 
And thy bliss will ever last. 



119 

Thine shall be a blessed story ; 

Soon shalt thou, in realms of light, 
Bathe in everlasting glory ; 

Wake in day which knows no night. 

Where the crystal streams are flowing, 
And the Lamb is on the throne : 

There no heart is anguish knowing, 
Bliss triumphant reigns alone. 

O I my Brother, do not tarry, 
Onward thou must softly tread ; 

Jesus will thy sorrows carry. 
And sustain thy drooping head. 

He will bear through Jordan's river. 
To thy mansion in the sky ; 

Soon He will &om Death deliver. 
And with triumph glad thine eye. 
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TO MY DYING BROTHER. 



Go fix>m this dreary desert wild ; 
I dare not hold thee here ; a child 

Of anguish, pain, and woe. 
" Stay yet awhile " — ^has been my cry ; 
Through weary weeks Tve heaved the sigh 

And prayer, lest thou shouldst go. 



Go : it were cruel to detain 
A prisoner in affliction's chain 

With freedom in his view. 
Thy prison door is open now ; 
The hue of death is on thy brow ; 

We've wept a sad adieu. 



Go : Jordan's stream is not so deep, 
Mount Zion's hill is not so steep, 

Death's valley not so drear, 
But thou canst reach the land of rest 
Where Jesus dwells ; and, on His breast 

Recline, devoid of fear. 
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Go, wear thy robe of dazzling white ; 
Receive thy crown of glory bright ; 

Gro, worship at the feet 
Of Him who calls thee, young in life, 
From this sad world of woe and strife, 

To take thy heavenly seat. 



Go : ransomed spirits wait for thee. 
Go : angels call :— meihinks I see 

Them waiting to convey 
Thy mourning soul firom tents of woe, 
Where none true lasting bliss can know : 

Haste, haste, firom death away. 
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LINES WRITTEN ON RECOVERING FROM 

A LONG ILLNESS. 



I'm better now ; my feet have trod 

Again the em'rald fields : 
I drink, with glowing heart and eye, 

The bliss that nature yields. 

I'm better now ; I've gazed at eve, 

Upon yon lovely sky, 
And felt a sacred influence 

Exalt my soul on high. 

I'm better now ; the graoeful flowers 

Unfolding in my sight, 
Have opened, in my breast, a spring 

Of new and strange delight. 

I*m better now ; tto glorious sun 
Has warmed this frozen heart ; 

His rays, which cheer all living things, 
Forbid sad tears to start. 
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I'm better now ; I've yielded up 

To God, the absent One : 
Through Grace divine, on bended knee, 

I've said " Thy will be done/' 

I'm better now ; 111 work again, 

With vigor and delight : 
The day of life is passing now. 

Apace draws on the night. 

I'm better now ; O ! may I spend 

This fleeting life of mine 
In Jesu's service, and in death 

With joy my charge resign. 

" I'm better now " is never heard 

In Canaan's bHssM land ; 
Lord Jesus haste ; Thy sinM child 

Longs with her Lord to stand. 
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TO MY FATHER. 



As flow'rets linger on the grassy sod ; 
As Eve's sweet stars shine constantly and bright ; 
So lingering shines upon my trembling heart, 
Thy cherish'd form, at sunrise, noon, and night. 

When miles divide, in spirit I'm with thee ; 
And view thee oft, when weary and alone ; 
And then I soothe thee, with fond words of love ; 
And pray that God will make my loved " Hb own." 

Had I the Poet*s most harmonious lyre, 
I now would touch its soft mellifluous strings ; 
And tune for thee the sweetest lay of love 
That mortal may, who to a mortal sings. 

Receive these simple lines ; though poor, yet true. 
In token of a Daughter's grateful love. 
On thee may blessings, as the gentle dew. 
Unceasingly descend firom God above. 
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THE MECHANIC'S DAUGHTER TO HER 
FATHER, ON SATURDAY EVENING. 



O ! Father, thou hast laboured now, 

For six long weary days, 
From early light till dewy night 
Has hid the sun-set rays. 
Thou art weary and heated, my Father now cease, 
For it is the sweet eve of the Sabbath of Peace. 



Dear Father pause : — ^When quite a child, 

I importuned thee thus ; 
And wondered why, on Summer*s eve, 
Thou couldst not walk with us ! 
While thy children escaped to the meadows so sofl, 
Thou wert still bound a captive in yonder dull loft. 

Alas ! thou hast but little time 

To cultivate thy mind 
With those exalted joys that spring 
From intellect refined : 
But, impressed on thy care-stricken brow? I can see 
All the fatherly love that has laboured for me. 
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For earthly bread thou well hast wrought, 

And meekly borne thy load ; 
Tliy course has been no joyous one, 
Nor through a flowery road : 
But thou long hast been worn by a plentiful share 
Of the griefs which abound in this region of care. 



Tlien father leave thy weary toil ; 

O ! rest, and meditate 
On things beyond the bench and tools 
Which hold thee soon and late : 
And reflect on the state of felicity, where 
The mechanic is free as his lord is from cai*e. 
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TO MY FATHER ON MY BIRTHDAY. 



Dear Father, raise thy penswe brow, 
For brighter days are dawning ; 
Ah ! see, the sun comes forth to gild 
My wintry natal morning ! 
Then let's be glad ; I have a hope 
That thou wilt yet be stronger : 
This blossom lives within my heart, 
Or life could charm no longer. 



'Tis true a howling storm hath passed, 

But still, ah ! still I cherish 

A sunny smile to cheer thy heart, 

A smile which will not perish 

While thou art left ; but, ah, if thou 

Wert severed from my side. 

My plaint, like his of old, would be, 

" O I would that I had died ! '' 
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Then let us have no dismal fears ; 
No heavy rain-cloud hovers ; 
I look abroad ; and nature's &ce 
No sign of woe discovers. 
All, all is fair and promising ; 
Our songs should be of gladness, 
And praise to God, whose mercy gilds 
Our darkest hours of sadness. 



Dear Father, may my natal day 

Behold thy new creation ; 

And in thy soul, awake, to-day, 

The hope of full salvation. 

And may the rolling wheels of time 

Bear us to yon glad station, 

Where glorious crowns reward the heirs 

Of greatest tribulation. 



Ah I then, how poor the bauble " wealth ;" 
How vain what earth calls '^ pleasure :" 
No gloomy sighs, no tear-dimmed eyes, 
When hearts are with their treasure. 
Though thou hast sown for many years, 
Thou reapest only sadness : 
In that new world 'twill not be thus ; 
Cares mar not holy gladness. 
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Then raise thine heart ; there's joy above ; 
Salvation for the weakest ; 
The promises of bliss are true 
And sure, if thou but seekest. 
There's joy on earth, if thou but smile ; 
I have a heart that's stronger 
llian hands which minister to thee ; 
Oh I yield to grief no longer. 
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A GRATEFUL TRIBUTE TO DR. E ♦ * ♦ » 



» 



'' I was sick^ and ye visited nie. 
Matthew xxv. 36. 



Sweet gratitude has glowed within mj breast, 
And pleasant words have ofl her thanks expressed : 
Now language is too poor ; and silence seals 
The depths of grateful joy my heart reveals. 

And can I mute remain ? it cannot be ; 
And though my humble strains be scorned by thee. 
Believe them fervent, and sincerely true, 
Though hx below the praise that is thy due. 

Ah ! I had heard thy name, and learned it well. 
From lips which now seraphic praises swell : 
From pallid, Minting, dying ones I learned 
Of one, who mercy's call had never spumed. 

Encouraged thus, I flew to thee for aid. 
When anguish and alarm my soul dismayed, 
And life seemed ebbing from a faithful heart, 
And Nature wept, and souls refused to part. 
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Like Him who came to heal the wounded soul ; 
So didst thou come, and make mj loved one whole ; 
And shed a radiance round my lonely heart, 
Which smiles to see the storm-clouds burst apart, 

And cheer^l hope her sunny smiles diffuse, 
And joy, arrayed in her resplendent hues. 
Once more appear to animate and bless, 
To whisper peace, and banish my distress. 

Oh I what a countless debt, surpassing thought, 
I owe for all thy gentle skill hath wrought ; 
All mental calculations fail to tell, 
The worth of what thou hast performed so well. 

Oh I if a stranger dare a wish express, 
May mercy soothe thee in thy last distress : 
And when the King in beauty thou shalt see, 
Hear Him pronounce, " Ye did it unto Me." 

Ah ! then each visit to the sick and poor, 

Shall have its blest reward, though late, yet sure : 

No invitation to a gilded throne, 

Did e'er inspire such bliss as each sweet tone 

In this soft welcome to the realms of light, 
" Come in, ye blessed ; heirs of glory bright : " 
The cup of water, and the act of love, 
Shall be rewarded with a crown above. 

K2 
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Ah! who may tell the glories of that daj! 
The thrones, the harps, the beautifiil arraj, 
The ^' resurrection of the just '* shall be 
A " morning without clouids " to such as thee. 

Yes, honored one, while this frail life shall last, 
Mj grateful thanks to thee shall ne'er be past ; 
But ever present bloom on mem'ry's page. 
The same fresh feetings that my soul engage. 



TO MY PUPILS ON MY BIRTHDAT. 



They msbed me many hftppy years, and brongbt tbenr offer- 
ings small; 

A foreign coin ; some lavender ; a scent-box first of alL 

" I prize thy gift, my ample child, and pray that thy yotmg 
heart 

May be perfumed with heavenly graoe, which Jeans caa 
impart." 



E. wished me many hapi^ years ; and on my taUe laid 

An ornament of ivory and crimson velvet made. 

" Wliite robes, dear giri, be granted thee, and washed thy 



In that pure fountain flowing from the I^mb fbr nonera 



^^Unothe 



ither then, advancing with a sweet and sunny look, 
tnted, witb nfiection's amile, a ralken mimic book 
hich opoM^to my touch, and lo I a glass, I saw, reflect 
;|MM^^^B|entained the words, ■' £'en trifies sbeW 



»> 
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And one, a little one, there was, who mournfully exclaimed 
" I've nothing but a kiss to give ; of that Tm not ashamed. 
Then rising, she imprinted on my cheek the sign of love ; 
Meihinks, her gift, in purity, resembled those above. 



Ye wish me many happy years ; I know your wish is true ; 
Dissimulation dwells not in the hearts of such as you. 
Ye utter no vain compliments, to please the worldling's ear ; 
I thank you, thank you kindly, for your loving wish sincere. 

Ye vdsh me many happy years ; beloved children, pause I 
And when you see me sorrowful, ask "Is there not a cause?" 
Enquire, — " Have I been diligent, and dutiM, and kind ; 
Or have I yielded up to sin and idleness my mind ?" 

" Have I, by patient industry, rewarded the fond care 
Of her who dally offers up for me the fervent prayer, 
That I may walk in wisdom's ways, the flowery paths of peace. 
And glorify the Lord of life ; that I, when life shall cease, 

" May meet her in yon world of light where Jesus ats en- 
throned, 

And be, as His dear pleasant child, received, and blessed, 
and owned." 

Oh ! pause, dear children, and reflect upon the promise given. 

That all who seek, by earnest prayer, shall find the way to 
Heaven. 



i 
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Ye wish me many happy years : but now I must conclude : 
Oh ! may you all at last be found, in shining multitude, 
Before the rainbowed throne of joy, arrayed in dazzling white, 
Where years and months and days are o'er, and faith is lost 
in sight. 



It does not much concern us if our days are less or more, 
So we at last are landed safe on Canaan's happy shore ; 
E*en while I write, the hope is bliss, that you, who day by day 
Assemble here, will meet where all for ever, ever stay. 
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A SONNET TO MEC^NAS. 



I marvel not that time to thee is fleet, 

And weeks and months on silv'iy pinions fly, 
As ne'er to be regarded with a sigh. 

Thou art not one of those who daily meet 

And daily shrink from wounding thorns severe. 
Which spring m tedious Poverty's career. 

Ah ! thou hast wealth, and this world's sunniest joy. 
And intellectual stores thou dost possess ; 
And elevated pleasures hourly bless ; 

The purest joys of earth without alloy. 

Thou hast no wish that's foreign to thy sphere ; 

Thy soul*s bright yearnings meet no with'ring sneer ; 

But all things tend to brighten, and to cheer, 

And shorten hours which long to me appear. 
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TO A FRIEND WHO SENT ME A VIEW OF 
EXETER, FROM EXWICK HILL. 



Snd thanks, dear friend, the sweetest and the best, I offer 

thee, 
For all the welcome favours thou hast lavished upon me, 
And of them all, there is but one, exceeds in worth, the last ; 
Though precious all the treasured gi^ which teU of kindness 

past. 



I prize the prospect rich and rare, adorned by thine own 

hand; 
In colours chaste and beautifol, how fair the objects stand! 
I gaze admiringly, and see the Church with heavenward 

spire, 
Within whose walls, some souls are raised to aspirations 

higher. 



The gothic Minster's mighty size, the trees, the river clear, 
The bridge reflected in the stream, the verdant pathway near : 
The cattle grazing peacefully upon the em'rald grass ; 
The gleaner with her golden sheaf, and little prattler pass, 
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All so distinctly beautiful, tbat I can clearly trace 
What you describe so charmingly with your accustomed grace. 
But I, alas, can render naught, for kindness thus expressed, 
But thanks, which now I offer thee, the sweetest and the best. 

And though my feet may never press the turf on Kxwick Hill, 

I have a hope of gazing on a prospect fairer still. 

On Zion's Mount, how sweet, dear friend, to stand with 

Saints in light. 
And view, with rapturous amaze, the Golden City bright! 
There may we meet, to sing of love which ne'er can be 

expressed. 
Then will our hymns of triumph be the sweetest and the best. 
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LINES SUGGESTED BY THE REMARK OF A DEAR 
FRIEND ON MY COTTAGE HOME. 



No elegant adomings grace 
My unassuming dwelling place, 

To wealth and fame unknown. 
Though humble and obscure, 'twill do 
To lodge a Pilgrim, passing through 

Life's vale, to yonder throne. 

Proud murmurings now are hushed to rest ; 
My Lord's most loving will is best ; 

On Him my spirit waits : 
" My Father's house " will soon appear. 
The " many mansions " bright and fSsdr, 

Within the pearly gates. 

The " little while " will soon be past : 
My risen Lord will come at last, 

And end my sojourn here. 
Immortal hope ! 'tis bright indeed ! 
How blest to be for ever freed 

From sorrow, sin, and fear I 
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Ah ! when I muse on y(mder land 
Where all the glorified will stand, 

Mj weary spirit longs 
To walk the gold-paved city bright. 
To gaze upon the throne of light, 

And hear celestial songs. 



The " New Jerusalem " is fidr ; 

Naught, naught but joy and bliss are there ; 

Its waUs are jasper bright ; 
Its streets are pure transparent glass. 
Through which none but the holy pass. 

Arrayed in dazzling white. 

Oh I there the Tempter has no power ; 
No clouds of sorrow ever lower 

And veil the brilliant sky : 
But, oh! not all the splendor bright 
Of that unfading land of light. 

Alone could satisfy. 



For what are crowns, and thrones of gold. 
The " weight of glory " yet untold. 

Compared with seeing Him 
Who lived and died a " Man of woes," 
And then triumphantly arose 

A sun that naught can dim. 
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Ah ! that will be my greatest bliss, 
To see my Saviour as He is, 

Nor from His bosom roam : 
To fall at His dear sacred feet, 
Who made the worthless sinner meet 

To dwell in His sweet home. 
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TO A DEAR FRIEND ON RECEIVING AN 
INVITATION TO DINE WITH HER. 



Sweet thanks for jour most welcome line, 
Inviting me to " come and dine. " 
111 be your guest, my kindest firiend ; 
But, with my thanks, this caution send, 
That very little I shall need, 
My meaner appetite to feed : 
For love enjoys a rich repast 
Of joy that we shall meet at last. 
E*en now, her banquet is commenced ; 
With meaner fare she has dispensed. 
I prove the spirit can sustain 
The body, free from want or pain. 
And you, I know, have often fed 
On spiritual meat and bread. 
'Tis strange, how many ne'er can see 
The secret known to you and me. 
How mind can triumph over matter ; 
What feeds the first sustains the latter ; 
And though, on common days, I eat 
As other folks, yet when we meet. 
Twill be a feast of rich delight, 
A luxury of taste and sight ; 
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A heartfelt bliss, more sweet than wine, 
The meeting of thy hand and mine. 
Affection muses on that meeting ; 
Her smile will shine upon our greeting. 
But rd forgot, I've still to choose 
The fare ; nor longer will refuse. 
I know you will believe me true. 
In choosing what 's approved by you ; 
Cold water, pure as from the well 
Which Jesus drank, who deigned to dwell 
In this turmoiling scene of life, 
To ransom us from sin and strife. 
Some bread, the type of what He gave 
Our &,mished souls to feed and save : 
And may we hear a voice divine. 
Ere long, say " Hither come and dine ; 
Eat, my beloved ; drink, oh friends ; 
For here your toil and warfare ends. 
Come in, ye blessed, to your home ; 
No more 'mid sin and sorrow roam ; 
Come, enter through the pearly gates ; 
A crown of life each conqueror wails. 
Come, eat the manna of my love ; 
Come home, and rest with me above." 
Oh blessed hour of sweet release. 
When we shall see '' The Prince of peace ; *' 
And, at the marriage feast above. 
Dine on the banquet of His Love. 
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A BIRTHDAY TRIBUTE TO A DISTANT 

FRIEND. 

Alone, Ah! yed, alone I sit, and muse, 

Dear honored Mend, upon thy natal day. 

Thoughts wake, beneath the sable wings of night, 

Whose poesy, dull words may not convey. 

Familiar forms of daily courtesy, 

Are all too vacant to present to thee : 

" Fond hopes,"—" best wishes,"—" kind regards," 'till 

now. 
Did ne'er appear so poor and mean to me ! 
My heart rejects them all ; yet, must I silent be ? 



Ah! no ; ah ! no ; I cannot mute remain : 

Though wreaths of radiant beauty are not mine ; 

And polished gems I may not offer up, 

A splendid sacrifice at " Friendship's shrine : " 

Yet, &om the altar of my fervent heart, 

I'll offer up the incense that avails. 

Through Him who wafts the golden censer, filled 

With prayer, which through his offering prevails. 

Oh! may He bless thee, when thy fainting spirit &ils! 
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Happy, thrice happy be each glad return 

Of every new and pleasant day to thee ; 

And may succeeding Birthdays bring new bliss, 

New joys, new honors, new felicity. 

The riches of a dying Saviour's love 

Far, far outweigh the wealth of dazzling gold. 

The dignity an heir of God sustains, 

Is nobler far than vision doth behold ; 

Eternity alone can all his bliss unfold ! 



But may his portion fair, dear friend, be thine ; 
That when this fast receding life is o'er. 
Thou mayest receive the glorious crown of life, 
And reign in bliss with Christ, for evermore. 
" Happy returns " of short lived dying days, 
Is never heard in that celestial land. 
Oh ! Immortality I how sweet to gaze 
Upon thy sinless, tearless, happy band I 
Adieu : — amid their radiant circles may we stand. 
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TO A FRIEND 

Who had presented the Author mth a Copy of the Poetical 
Work, entitled " The Golden SpeUJ' 



I thank thee, tenderly and well, 
For sending me " The Gulden Spell." 
The Poet has described a maid, 
Bj demon's art, to woe betrayed. 
Distracted mortal ! what avail 
Thy secret gifts while they prevail ? 
Methinks, thy wealth thou wouldst resign, 
For such a " Golden Spell " as mine. 



And wouldst thou know, my kindest one, 

How that mysterious gift was won ? 

And shall we, in some moonlit tower, 

Await the spirit-loving hour ? 

Or seek some rocky cave's retreat, 

In hope to lure the Angel sweet 

Who saw my spirit in her cell. 

And blessed her with " The Golden Spell ?'' 
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Or shall we leave earth far behind, 
And mount the rainbow's arch, to find 
In jewelled drops, the magic well 
Wherein my donor deigns to dwell ? 
Ah I no ; too transient and too rare 
Is that ethereal palace fair. 
Then ponder my enigma well, 
And say what forms my " Golden Spell." 



Far from thyself thou need'st not go, 
Wouldst thou the mystic treasure know. 
Far from my home thou need'st not stray. 
If thou wouldst mark its shining way. 
It dwells within my cottage home ; 
Thence may it never, never roam. 
Ah ! must my heart the secret tell ? — 
Thy Friendship is my " Golden Spell.*' 



L2 
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TO A FRIEND 

Who had sent me money to distribute among the distreesed 

poor of our village. 

** Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these my 
brethren, ye have done it unto Me** Matthew, xxv. 40. 

At your command of mercy, 
My dear and honored friend, 
I hastened forth to visit ; 
And this brief record send. 
In a poor lowly cottage, 
Where Jesus oft descends 
To commune with its inmates, 
And deigns to call them "friends." 



I saw a sickly husband, 
A weary weeping wife. 
With poverty she grappled, 
But fainted in the strife. 
The parish Doctor's mercies 
She dreaded to bespeak ; 
And thus in silence suffered 
That wife so kind and meek. 
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An Hospital I mentioned, 
But oh ! the dreadfiil thought, 
The thought of separation, 
Alarm and anguish brought ! 
I gave them of your bounty, 
" Oh ! Miss, we bless the Lord ;"- 
I answered " He has sent you 
What I could not afford." 



Night's sable veil descended. 
But still I onward trod. 
To find an aged widow 
Whose wealth is " fidth in God." 
And thrice I knocked ; but silent 
Was all within the door : 
Its inmate had retired. 
To save her fuel poor. 



Wealth had her sparkling lustres, 
And lamps of brilliance &dr. 
But poverty's poor taper 
Alas ! she could not spare. 
Dear firiend, the widow's blessing 
Descended upon thqe. 
For what thy kind heart trusted 
To be bestowed by me. 
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And next I saw a mother ; 

I marked her clouded cheek ; . 

I saw her try to smother 

Her grief too big to speak. 

I felt, I felt her anguish, 

But pity was in vain ; 

She viewed her daughter languish 

In cruel wasting pain. 



That drooping child she toiled for. 
But seemingly in vain ; 
For naught that weakness wanted, 
The mother could obtain. 
Alas ! the scanty pittance 
That wealth is pleased to pay, 
Fails to afford subsistence 
So needed day by day I 



And oft, as she rejected 
The coarse and humble fare, 
She said, " My dearest mother. 
For life I do not care." 
Too weak herself to labour, 
She turns fi*om life's deep cup ; 
Its bitters she has tasted, 
And dreads to drink it up. 



I 
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Youth has no fascinations, 

To dazzle and betray ; — 

« Oh! feinting one, go forward, 

And sigh thy soul away. 

Thy languid eyes are heavy, 

Thy fading face is pale ; 

Oh ! struggle onward, upward, 

And health's bright blossoms hail ! " 



The anxious mother thanked me, 
While tears suffused her eyes, 
As she looked up, adoring 
The Lord, who sent supplies. 
She said she had been praying. 
But ah ! she little thought 
Relief she so much needed. 
Would be so quickly brought. 



Dear friend, I will not weary. 
Though more I yet could say 
Of suffering endurance 
I witnessed in the way, 
Obeying your injunction 
To visit sick and poor : — 
But think I ought to finish. 
And therefore add no more. 



152 



LINES TO 



Again, my love, and yet again, 
I view your faded daisy cludn, 
With ivy leaves so fresh and green. 
Bright emblems still of what hath been : 
But oh ! their charm and beauty's past ! 
The bond of union fadeth fast! 



As fragile is the mortal chain 

That holds to this dull world of pain ; 

The links are slight indeed that bind 

The soul to scenes below, behind 

The realms where range the spirits blest 

Of saints now gone to holy rest. 



But ah I a chain divinely time. 
Unseen, but strong, encircles you ; 
Which fails us not, when all depart. 
And close to Jesus binds the heart. 
'Tis fixed above, to that bright throne 
Where pure unfading love is known. 



i 
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How blest the hope that you and I 
Shall meet where mourners ne'er shall sigli. 
In those bright realms of purest love, 
How blest the changeless friends above ! 
Where with, and like their Ix>rd thej dwell 
In bliss no mortal tongue can tell. 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO MISS J*** p «♦*««*. 



When roses rejoice in the sun-lit air, 
And winter is gone with his cloudy care, 
And Nature is robed in her gorgeous hues, 
Ah! that is the season my heart would choose : 
When Flora's sweet children with rapture greet; 
Then, then, my dear friend, let us hope to meet 

When lilies are smiling in snow-like bloom, 

And wild-buds are breathing their soft perfume. 

As timid and lowly they peep in view, 

ril cast away sorrow and venture too. 

When God's happy creatures the sunshine greet, 

Then, then, my dear friend, let us hope to meet. 



To thee would I fly : — but, alas! not now : 
' A shadow hangs over my heart and brow. 
Whilst thinking of some in the damp, cold ground, 
My feelings resemble the scenes around. 
Oh ! happy, thrice happy the friends who meet 
In holy Jerusalem's golden street. 



I 
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This earth is, at best, but a " weary land," 

Where sorrow benumbs with her freezing hand, 

Affliction depresses the young and fair, 

Nor heedeth that talents, though sweet and rare, 

lie buried beneath her remorseless sway ; 

But these '' former things " are all passed away, 

Where reigneth the " Faithful, the Just, and True," 
Who sayeth, ** Behold I make all things new." 
No mourner laments, but celestial bloom 
Decks each happy brow that has passed the gloom 
Of Death's horrid shadow, to that blest land 
Where we, my dear friend, shall in glory stand. 



Oh! happy the heart that has wealth above. 
Laid up in the blessed abode of love ; 
The treasure of Jesus, who still remains 
Immutably firm above death's strong chains ; 
And sted&st to all whom His grace makes meet 
For that sunny land where we hope to greet. 

Ah ! yes, when the blossom of life is o'er. 
We'll meet where our parting shall be no more ; 
Where sickness and languor are all unknown. 
Nor sorrow can sully the golden throne. 
Where glitter the heavenly graces sweet. 
In radiant glory we hope to meet. 
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We'll meet then, if spared, in creation's bloom, 
Unfettered by winterly cold and gloom ; 
When roses rejoice in the sun-lit air, 
And Summer has chased each cloudy care, 
And nature is robed in her gorgeous hues. 
For that is the season my heart would choose : 
When Flora's sweet children with rapture greet. 
Then, then my dear friend, let us hope to meet. 



t 
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TO A DEAR FRIEND, 

On hearing that she had derived benefit from 
Mesmeric Treatment, * 



And dost thm too believe, my lovely friend, 
In that invisible mysterious art 
At which my spirit long has gazed with awe, 
Yet loath her deep conviction to impart ? 

And can it be that we who oft have talked 
Of this debated theme with jealous mind. 
And argued well to nullify its claims. 
Should own its truthful force our faith can bind ? 

Truly Fd love thee tenderly and long. 
And wept with thee, and sighed when thou hast sighed, 
And when pale sorrow blighted thy fond heart, 
How did affliction o'er my soul preside. 

But soon I saw excitement flush thy cheek. 
That used to bloom with calmest, fairest grace ; 
And then I knew, disease of iron might 
The sternest, longed her victim to embrace. 

[ 4 See Note.] 
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And sympathy with wakeful eye has watched 
Thy midnight anguish, skill refused to heal : 
Ah ! dearest one, thy malady I'd felt ; 
And therefore I could exquisitely feel. 

Has this new treatment, soothed and gently healed ! 
Affection gladdens with delighted smile. 
And hails the remedy with grateful faith. 
That could thy mental agonies beguile. 

And can I dare deny thy Mthful word ? 
Ah no ! Mesmeric art shall have my praise : 
And though I cannot fully comprehend. 
For thy dear sake this tribute small I raise. 

Oh ! Mesmerism, then thou art a tbuth ! 

My loved one yields ; and shall I still withhold 

My testimony to thy priceless worth, 

Which bringeth bliss more precious far than gold ? 

Thou surely art a gift bestowed on earth. 
To calm, to tranquillize the wearied nerve ; 
I owe thee much ; and friendship vainly tries 
To sing the praise thy merits well deserve. 

Oh ! I would grasp the spiritual whole 
That finite minds could ever yet conceive ; 
The vast, profound of things sublimely true, 
In purifying faith I would receive. 



I 
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Alas I this ever ardent quenchless thirst 
For richest floods of living knowledge pure, 
Oh I shall it be allayed ? or shall its pain. 
Long as mortality's dark mists endure ? 

Adieu ; and when the calm magnetic sleep 
Its soothing influence sofUy sheds on thee, 
And bathes thy spirit in its deep repose. 
Then, then my dearest, sweetly dream of me ! 
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THE PORTRAITURE OF DEITY. 



I have not gazed upon these glowing skies 
On which the eye of genius loves to rest, 
Until the richness of their purple dyes 
Has bathed each thought within the poet's breast, 
Who soars above earth's fair, but crumbling nest, 
And mounts aloft, and soars on azure wings, 
To be of God and holiness possessed. 
And mingle with the great and glorious things 
Of which his heaven-inspired spirit often sings. 

I have not seen the rivers great and wide. 
In which Leviathan can sport at ease ; 
Nor wandered by the foaming torrent's side ; 
Nor seen fair Lebanon's gigantic trees, 
Nor huge Niag'ra's mighty, moving seas ; 
The frigid glacier, and the mountain high, 
Which winter's hand scarce touches but to freeze, 
I shall not see, except as taught to fly 
By fancy's aid, to realms for which I sometimes sigh. 
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But, oh ! the tiny speck that I have seen 
Of universal beauty, makes me feel 
The hidden presence, sacredly serene, 
That painteth all that colours can reveal 
With love, impressing Deity's broad seal. 
Philosophy, that ponders secret laws, 
That loves in subtle reasonings to deal, 
And skilfully can trace " effect," from " cause," 
May smile at what my raptured melting spirit awes. 

Oh ! I have knelt upon the dewy sod, 
And asked the timid daisy, meek and pale. 
Who was its architect : — ^it answered " Grod." — 
Its whisper was as music on the gale, 
Which messengers of light might stoop to hail 
As they, on messages of love were sent 
By Him who watches while His children fail, 
But never yet did of His love repent. 
And drops of mercy with each draught of sorrow blent. 

But who can pencil forth the Mighty One? 
Attend ye Artiste I bring yonr colours feir : 
The tears of eve &31 for the absent son ; 
She weeps the loss of day I Oh pily rare ! 
Ah, sure some crystal drops she well can spare. 
Go forth, collect them ; count, recount them o'er, 
And if the mighly number ye can dare, 
Methinks ye may the starry realms explore, 
And multiply their endless myriads more and more. 
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The ocean-depths essay : — tell all the vast 
And countless gems that in her bosom glow ; 
But, after all jour painful toil is past, 
The attributes of God ye will not know ; 
The swiftest glance is far too dark and slow. 
The " Light of Life I " what mortal eye can guess 
His majesty, which beams in bliss or woe ; 
But chiefly, doth delight to love and bless 
The objects which before all time He did caress. 

The clouds, the glowing clouds are but the dust 
Of His most glorious and awful feet : 
He rideth on the whirlwind's stormy gust. 
And smiles when rays of dazzling splendour greet 
And woo our eyes to His refulgent seat. 
His purity ! Oh I lilies are too dark I 
Their white and pearly leaves could never meet 
Comparison with one celestial spark. 
From " eyes of flame" which can each hidden blemish mark. 

But when I see His golden chariots roll 
Along the sapphire pavement of the sky, 
The whisper breathes within my glowing soul 
" To whom will ye compare the Lord Most High ;"* 
Or what similitude can ye supply, 
By which His sacred lineaments to tell, 
Which never yet hath blessed a mortal eye ? 
Who can pourtray Him ? tell us, ye that dwell 
So near His throne of light, and strains seraphic swell. 

[♦ Isaiah xl. 18.] 
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Ah ! vain petition ! Seraphs veil their ejea 
Before that face which shineth as the sun : 
Ah no, dim sun, still higher must we rise 
To find comparison ; — our work undone, — 
Unfinished still ; — the prize cannot be won. 
Those ejes of flame, — those hands that hold the stars, 
That Being, whose career was ne'er begun ! 
Our feeble imagery only mars. 
Forgive, Great God, the thought, that all Thy glory scars. 

And Moses, John, Ezekiel, — favored saints ! 
How much ye saw, how little could ye tell 
Of that beneath whose lustre nature faints. 
Those beauties which the hearts of Seraphs swell. 
That light near whom no darkness e'er can dwell. 
The place where Moses stood, methinks I see, 
And Patmos, where the loving exile fell 
Before the brightness of the Deity : — 
But this exalted theme is far too high for me. 

We feel intense desire to know and see 
The objects of our interest and care : 
Thus has it ever been, at least with me ; 
And looking round on beauty everywhere, 
I pause to think what wond'rous artist rare 
Designed and formed such symmetry to please 

With graceful love so exquisitely fair! 

Then, read the silver streams, 'neath list ning trees, 
'Till silent ecstacy my inmost soul doth seize. 

M2 
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And then, <' What is he like ? " comes rushing up 
Through every avenue of blissful thought ; 
A drop in feeling*s pure transparent cup, 
With holy splendour and devotion wrought ; 
And heaven before my happy view is brought. 
" What is He like! " — Oh, I must die to know 
Perfection's light, in darkness vainly sought. 
Thou never canst be fully known below ; 
Amen, come quickly, come Lord Jesus even so. 
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WELCOME TO A DEAR FRIEND, ON HER 
RETURN TO OUR VILLAGE. 



Oh ! welcome, beloved one, my heart welcomes thee ; 
And pleasant as spring thy appearance to me. 
Thou'rt commg with snowdrops, and primroses pale, 
The choice gems of Flora with rapture I hail. 

Oh ! welcome, beloved one ; oh ! come once again ; 
O'er hearts and affections resume thy sweet reign : 
The month of thy absence is flying with speed ; 
Its close will be welcome, most welcome indeed. 

Oh ! welcome ; I long thy dear hand to embrace. 
And gaze on thy meekly intelligent face. 
Though short be our converse, ere long well unite 
In holy communion of saints with delight. 

Then welcome, beloved one ; spring blossoms arise ; 
They bid thee look upward, beyond the blue skies ; 
They whisper of purity, beauty, and bloom. 
And a sweet blessed " welcome" beyond the dark tomb. 
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SONNET TO A SISTER IN JESUS. 



I may not watch with thee one transient hour ; 
But faith can see one chosen Mend divine. 
Of stronger arm, and richer love than mine, 

Can see Him nerving thy faint heart with power. 
Yes, Christ is watching o'er thy aching brow, 
And soothing thee, with tenderest love, e'en now ; 

And while affliction's deepening shades descend 
Around thy dearest loved and loving one 
That earth sustains, yet, — ah ! " Thy will be done," 
Jesus will help thy melting heart to send 
A cry as He when in His hour of woe 
He felt an agony thou canst not know. 

Ah ! He who bore thy woes on Calvary's hill, 

My dearest Mend, is watching with thee still. 



167 



LINES TO A BEAUTIFUL FLOWER, 



Which had been presented by a Sister in Jesus. 



I love thee beauteous flower ; 

Full dear thou art to me ; 
And welcome, as the loving hand, 

Which late presented thee. 

I love thee beauteous flower, 
Esteemed thou art by me. 

An emblem of the spotless saint 
Methinks I view in thee. 

Thy silken leaves are pure, 
Thy blossom pearly white ; 

As lily, 'mid the thorny waste, 
Appears the saint in sight. 

And as her name's unknown 
To those who dwell around, 

So, I am ignorant of thine, 

Or where thou first wert found. 
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Perhaps far hence thou cam'st. 

Art thou a stranger here ? 
Alas I thou hast a voice, but I 

Have but a " dull cold ear.** 

I love thee, beauteous flower. 

Droop not, pine not away ; 
For thou wert brought in love to cheer ; 

In peaceful beauty, stay. 

There is a shore, sweet flower. 

Whereon I hope to land ; 
There is a bower in Paradise 

In which I long to stand ; 

Where flowrets never fade ; 

And, while I gaze on thee, 
Loved gift, my happy thoughts arise, 

And in sweet vision see 

That Heaven where Jesus shines. 
And fragrance breathes around ; 

Where saints, redeemed and saved by Him, 
More pure than thou art found. 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO A SORROWING MOTHER 
ON THE DEATH OF HER ONLY CHILD. 



Weep not ; she only fell asleep, 
Death will not, cannot hold or keep 

The Lamb of Jesu's fold. 
Sigh not, she rangeth even now, 
The land of love ;— on her blest brow 

She wears a crown of gold. 

Weep not, because your child has fled 
From this sad world, where tears are shed, 

Where anguish wrings the heart ; 
Sigh not ; before the rainbow'd throne. 
In holy song, to earth unknown. 

She beareth now a part. 

Weep not ; the God of love is wise ; 
For reasons hidden from our eyes. 

He gathered to His breast, 
And early called to her best home, 
The tender lamb, no more to roam 

From sacred blissful rest. 
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Weep not, but with the saint of old, 
Exclaim — though I shall not behold 

Again my soul's delight, 
In prison house of flesh and sin, 
Fll seek, by grace, to meet her in 

The land of glory bright. 

Weep not ; but strive to share her joy ; 
Sigh nt)t ; but haste where no alloy 

Is felt to mar the peace 
Of those who through a Saviour's blood, 
Are reconciled, and near to God ; 

Then, all your grief shall cease. 
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DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Ah ! foolish heart why dare repine ? why think it sadly 

strange ? 
The fault is thine and thine alone, that dreamed not of a 

change. 
Or if thou didst reluctantly indulge the gloomy thought, 
How little didst thou profit by instruction dearly bought ! 
And thus deceived thou still wilt be, below the azure skies. 
Unchanged affection only lives where fadeless glories rise. 
Where healing leaves on Life's fair tree appear in beauty 

bright, 
And lasting cords of purest love, the sanctified unite. 
Where joy crowns every radiant brow, and lives in every 

breast, 
And shining peace serenely smiles o'er that sweet land of rest. 
Too prone to cling to human joys, and think profession true ; 
What bliss thy vain and sanguine thoughts too often fondly 

drew ! 
Mistaken heart ! how could'st thou hope to cull the tender 

flowers 
Whose silken tendrils only twine round Canaan's golden 

bowers. 
Then aim no more to realize what earth can never give ; 
Of Love's celestial, crystal fount, Oh! drink, my soul, and live. 
Immortal bliss shall then be thine, which cannot pass away 
like earthly joys, which blaze awhile, then languish and 

decay. 
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COUNSEL. 

Oh ! Child of genius, never seek, 
Oh ! never woo a gilded love ; 

Unless thine idol has a heart 

The diamond's costly price above. • 

If thou art flattered and caressed 

Bj one whom wealth exalts o'er thee ; 

Be not beguiled to render up 
Thy soul's affections ; keep them free. 

Yield not, though love profess to tread 
And level all distinctions down ; 

How couldst thou bear, poor fragile thing, 
To meet neglect's cold with'ring frown. 

Oh! counsel take from one whose heart 
Is withered, like autumnal wreaths. 

Before the changeful cloudy mist 

Which o'er the buds of promise breathes. 

Oh ! why did I so fondly cling 

To one whose heart can ne'er repay 

One tenth of all the priceless store 
I've thrown so lavishly away. 
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The midnight hour has witnessed ofl 
My deep, devoted love to thee ; 

And when affliction bowed thy soul, 
Thy grief, thy burden, fell on me. 

'Tis past ; 'tis o'er ; thou canst not read, 
Thou canst not spell the hidden roll ; 

Thou canst not soothe the aching smart 
Thy hand has caused within my soul. 

Oh I Child of genius, nobly true ; 

Seek not a friend in higher spheres ; 
Pride is unbending ; thou may'st rue 

Thy agony of love for years I 
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A REPLY TO THE EXHORTATION, 

" Do not wear yourself oul,^* 



" Do not wear yourself out ; hush the turmoil U> rest, 
And say * Peace' to the tumult disturbing your breast." 
Ah ! 'tis wisdom, and kindness addressing me now, 
Which would soothe the excitement that flushes my brow 
But the spirit within me, I fear, will refuse 
This most excellent counsel I gladly would choose. 

" Do not wear yourself out ;" I have tried to submit 

To the painful inflictions Jehovah sees flt. 

To prepare me for saintly communion above ; 

But I feel it is hard, in the vineyard of love. 

To sit down, or recline in luxurious ease. 

Frail mortality's poor shrinking weakness to please. 

" Do not wear yourself out ; '' kindest thanks, but I fear 

That I cannot submit to the terms so severe : 

Calm repose is delightful ; but vainly I try 

To repress the deep yearnings that flutter on high. 

For the spirit within me is ardent, and strong, 

And on pinions seraphic would journey along. 
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But united, alas ! to a body of claj, 

Oh ! how slowlj she urges her tedious way ! 

And how vainly she struggles in fetters confined, 

And she sighs for permission to leave them behind. 

Oh ! she scorns her enthralment, and longs for release, 

In the land of repose ; in the mansions of Peace. 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO MR. J«««*N»*» 

After hearing him acknowledge the Tribute of Affection^ which 

had been presented to him on his Birthday, by the Members 

and Congregation of " Zion ChapeV* 

Dear honored Pastor, 'tis the love of Christ, 
That love which robed the Deity in clay, 
And marred celestial beauty with our woes, 
That prompts me to commemorate this day. 

O " Zion! " how my soul delights to know 
Thy zeal in honoring thy Pastor's worth, 
Thy gift is richer than the proudest gems 
That wealth can lavish on the sons of earth. 

Birthdays of nobles, heirs of mighty kings. 
Are welcomed with congratulations deep ; 
And Zion's pastor too, an heir of bliss, 
Receives an offering from Zion*s sheep. 

'Tis Jesu's love that sanctifies the gift. 
" Of thine, O Lord, we render Thee again," 
Methinks is the sweet language of each soul 
Whose birthday tribute has not been in vain. 




177 

Though clouds and darkness oil liavc veiled tliy miud. 
Oh ! maj thy future years be greatly blest ; 
And, like the orb of day, mayst thou retire, 
And calmly glide into the " promised rest.** 

Thy Grod thy glory, when this mortal strife, 
With all its thorny cares, has passed away, 
How wilt thou wake to everlasting life, 
And triumph on thy glorious new birthday ! 

** Happy returns " shall never greet thine ear : 
That new immortal day has no decline : 
Oh! there, with souls redeemed, thy fadeless crown, 
May'st thou in Jesu*s beauty ever shine. 

Adieu ; the exile*s heart is cheered and blest. 
To witness love and unity divine ; 
Long, long may Zion's sympathetic love 
Continue, honored Pastor, to be thine. 
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GLEAMINGS FROM ABOVE, 

Or^ TJiOvghts of those before die Throne.^ 

The seraphs are so near, 

I am not quite alone ; 
They whisper — what I love to hear, 

A message from the Throne. 



Their wings, their silver wings, 
Delight my raptured sight I 

The presence of these holy things 
Makes earth a palace bright. 



And who, oh ! who may tell 

The medium divine 
These angel friends I love so well 

May prove to me and mine. 



E'en now, I look above, 
I know this cloudless sky 

Will vanish when the King of love, 
Descendeth from on high. 

[* Revelations, vii. 1 5.] 
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I know this Sun must sleep, 
Whose golden eye is briglit ; 

The rocks their places cannot keep, 
Before that blaze of light. 



Then part, dividing skies, 
And let me catch the tone, 

Which doth from shinhig ones arise 
Who are before the Throne. 



On earth they often bowed 
Before the Throne of Grace ; 

And therefore, are they now allowed 
To see Jehovah's face. 



They are before the Throne, 

Oh tell me whence they came ? 
*^ From caves, from dens, from mountains lone, 

From persecution's flame." * 



They wandered here on earth. 

Rejected and alone ; 
But now these heirs of royal birtli 

Arc placed before the Throne. 

[ * Hebrew* x^ 38.] 

N2 




180 

The Elders wait around, 

But thej approach more near. 

Arrayed in white, no spot is found 
Upon their raiment clear. 



They are before the Throne ; 

Te angels distance keep. 
These were before all time foreknown 

The Shepherd's chosen sheep. 



They are before the Throne ; 

The Saviour's heart of love 
Had listened to their plaintive moan. 

And lifted them above. 



Some through the hottest flame 

That bigotry could light. 
And others, through a flood of shame, 

And yet, the way was right. 



So sacred and so sure. 
No other road would do ; 

As " seeing Him ^ * they did endure, 
And fought their passage through. 

[♦ Hebrews, xi. 27.] 
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Thej leaned upon His arm, 

Through Jordan's swelling tide ; 

Nor hell itself could once alarm, 
Or tear them from His side. 



They are before the Throne 
Which John in vision saw ; 

My spirit, make their bliss thine own, 
Rejoice with humble awe. 
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DO YOU THINK SHE IS A LADY! ^ 



Do you think she is a Lady ; — ^all in lace and satin dressed ? 
Do you think she is a rich man's child, admired and caressed ? 
Do pearls adorn her youthful brow ? — do servants round her 

wait? 
Is her dwelling-place a mansion ? — ^is it elegant and great ? 



Do you think she is a " lady fair,** polite, refined, genteel ? 
Of manners soft and pleasing : is she stamped with i^hion's 

seal! 
Has she read the last new novel ? has she seen the last new 

play? 
Does she love the baIl-room*s glitter, and its company so gay ? 



Do you think she is a Lady :— K>ne who scorns the mean and 

low? 
Does she shun the humble cottages where vulgar people go 
To hear some tale of misery, or see the mourners fade ? 
To wipe the tearful eye of woe, or lighten death's dark shade ? 

[» See Note.] 
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If I thought she were a Lady, I would gain her as my friend ; 
There is something in her style, I like ; but I must not offend 
Dear Grandmamma by converse with a stranger quite 

unknown ; 
For what is excellence, or worth, or talent, if alone f 



I fear she is not opulent : though she may be devout : 

And therefore cannot, dare not ^vrite, while clouded by a 

doubt 
I hope she is a lady : for though pious, if she's poor, 
And though talented, if humble, I'll ne'er love her I am sure. 
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A REPLY TO THE FOREGOING. 



.Ah no ! she's not a lady ; I have seen her cottage home ; 
It ne*er could tempt the foot of pride an hour's walk to roam. 
No servile slaves around her wait, for she's a poor man's 

child, 
Oh ! lady fair, thy heart by her must never be beguiled. 

Ah no 1 she's not a lady ; her attire is very plain ; 
Undecked by rich and glowing gems ; she wears no pearly 

chain. 
Her thoughtful brow is unadorned ; ah lady 'twill not do ; 
This lowly one can never be companion meet for you. 

There's " something in her style you like ;'' but ah ! in time 

reflect; 
^* Dear sister," is her title, 'mong a strange dissenting sect. 
No, no, my fair one, 'twill not do; the ball-room she's 

renoimced. 
The novel and the charming play are " vanity" pronounced ! 

Ah no ! she'd give thee no delight ; but cloud thy brow with 

gloom ; 
For oft she loves to meditate upon the frightful tomb ! 
And poverty and siiflering, I am sure, for her, have charms ; 
The very things that " ladies" shun with " tenderest alarms." 
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No, no, she cannot be thy friend ; all thoughts of her resign : 
Forget her name ; midst fashion's blaze go thou and brightly 

shine. 
Thy riches, and thy proud display fond equals will allure ; 
But oh ! do not descend to seek a friend among the poor. 
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TO J. J. T., ESQ. 



'Twas kindly courteous sir, to smile, 

And pleasingly my fears beguile ; 

But still, I think 'twas hardly fair, 

To make the Muse the burden bear, 

And lay the blame on her effusions 

Of all the terrors and delusions 

Which nervousness, — tyrannic foe ! 

Doth round my mental visions throw. 

1*11 bow with deference to thy skill. 

Yet shield my favorite from ill ; 

Defend the Muse so kind and meek 

Whose soothing charms I may not speak ; 

Whose guileless fascinations please, 

And charm, when life's dull cares would tease. 

E'en those few graces I discover, 

Enchain me her devoted lover. 

Then Oh I recall thy verdict keen, 

Against fair Poesy's bright Queen, 

Whose sacred home must be above, 

So sweet the whisperings of love 

Which steal like music o'er my soul 

When yielding to her pure controul. 
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Oh yes! in loving her, I love 

The glowing types of things above ; 

The beamings of celestial light ; 

The richest gems of glory bright ; 

Heaven's flow'rets which but half expanded, 

Exhale the bliss I'll breathe when landed 

On immortality's blest shore, 

Where mental anguish grieves no more. 

Though humble and obscure my lot, 

Poetic fancies ne'er forgot. 

My heart has riches, though unseen ; 

Then, Oh ! recall thy verdict keen. 
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TO POESY. 

Oh Poesy ! sweet Poesy ! how dear art thou to me ! 
When tired with low and fretting cares I fondly turn to thee, 
Thy witching loveliness to meet, so free from earthly guile. 
That only innocence and peace attend thy joyous smile. 

Ah ! thou hast skill to charm the heart ; to soothe the 

throbbing breast ; 
To shadow forth the beauteous things which make the holy 

blest; 
To shed, around this mortal life, a halo few can see ; 
And plainly show, what none diecem but those who cherish 

thee. 

Oh Poesy ! sweet gift of God ! I love with thee to walk ; 
I tread with light and airy step while listening to thy talk. 
My em'rald carpet's soft;er then, with flowerets broidered fair; 
My azure canopy's more bright, more beautiful and rare. 

Thou show'st me where sweet Beauty hides among the 

rustling leaves ; 
And how her fingers tastefully enrich the yellow sheaves. 
Thou pointest where with wondrous skill she doth the grass 

adorn ; 
And where she carved the acorn cup, and fashioned yonder 

thorn. 
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Oh Poesy ! sweet Poesy I a wondrous power is thine ; 
Which is not more than earthly, but appears almost divine. 
The eye illum'd by thy bright ray, looks up to ether's blue, 
And wonders why the sky should shine with such a brilliant 
hue. 

The snowy cloud, the ruby tints that usher in the day. 
The glowing stars of midnight, and the pale moon's pearly 

ray, 
All, all are sweeter, lovelier far, more dazzling, and more 

bright, 
When gaz'd upon, fair Poesy, through thy resplendent light. 

Oh ! then what tints, what rainbow hues, what glory is 

discerned 
By every loving spirit, that of thee has fondly learned. 
Sweet Poesy I oh smile on me ; illumine my dull heart ; 
Let not the cares of this poor world, cause thee and me to 

part. 

Oh Poesy ! swert Poesy I no gold, nor silver s mine ; 
But I am wealthy if thy rich and golden graces shine, 
Begemming all within my soul ; dispellmg each dark cloud. 
Which hovers o'er each earth-bom thought, and threatens to 
enshroud. 
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FINIS. 



Once in my trembling hand I held a cup, 
And Oh ! 'twas bitter to my longing taste. 
I trembled ; fainted ; could not drink it up, 
And prayed for beauty in a burning waste. 
To woo thee, Poesy, I oft would haste, 
And drink sweet rapture from thy tender eye : 
My burning cheek upon thy bosom placed. 
Was fanned by odours from the bowers on high ; 
I loved thee, for I knew thy home was in the sky. 



And sooEf thy golden wings did o'er me brood ; 
Illumed my vision, nerved my feet to tread 
The hidden path, the soul's vast solitude. 
And lifted up my weary aching head. 
And softest rays of gladness o*er me shed. 
My cup was sweetened, and celestial hues 
Were blended with the shadows round me spread ; 
And I proceeded, nor did once refuse 
The lone and thorny path it pleased my Lord to choose. 
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Fruits in the Wilderness, unseen before, 
Unknown, unsought by many a roving eye. 
Oh Saviour ! I have plucked ; and I adore 
The hand that brought the fragrant blessings nigh. 
Without them Life were desolate and dry. 
But in the vale obscure, the narrow lane. 
Far from soft elegance and splendour high. 
Thou bast imparted balm to soothe the pain 
Inflicted by the sorrows that o'er mortals reign. 

Lord what Thou gavest, I would render Thee ; 
Alas ! that this poor offering is so small : 
Marred by the weakness that enfetters me ; 
Yet own it, Saviour, since it is my all. 
I listen not for Fame's applauding call ; 
At tliy dear feet and from thy gracious voice, 
I only wait to hear sweet accents fall. 
Speak ; and my trembling waiting heart rejoice. 
And henceforth let Thy glory be my aim and choice. 
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NOTES. 



I. 

(See page 8.) 

Some readers may not be aware that the attributes of Deity are 
expressed, in the original Hebrew Bible, by the addition of another 
word: as Jehovah-Jirch (The Lord will provide), Jehovah-Nissi (The 
Lord my banner), Jehovah-Shalom (The Lord send peace), Jehovah- 
Shammah (Tlie Lord is there), Jehovah-Tsidkcnu (The Lord our 
Righteousness), &c The appellation of Jehovah^Rophi (The Lord 
that healeth), is in the Book of Exodus, chapter xv., verse 26. 

n. 

(See pftge 51.) 

The examples which might be given, in corroboration of this statement, 
are almost innumerable. Perhaps a few examples, of the triumph of 
faith over bodily suffering, may not be devoid of interest to the reader. 

Dr. Huss, when the chain was put about him, at the stake, said, wiA 
a smiling countenance, ** My Lord Jesus Christ was bound with a harder 
chain than this, for my sake ; and why should I be ashamed of this old 
rusty one ? ^ The flames were then applied to the faggots; when the 
martyr sang a hymn with so loud and cheerful a voice, that he was 
heard through all the cracklings of the combustibles, and the noise of the 
multitude. 

Jerome of Prague, observing the executioner about to set fire to the 
wood behind his back, cried out, "' Bring thy torch hither. Perform 
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thine office before my face. Ilad I feared death, I might have avoided 
it." 

Bishop Latimer ii?hon brought to the stake, on the north side of 
Oxford, on the 1 6th of October, 1555, raised his eyes toith a sweet and 
amiMe countenance, saying, '*Fidelis est Dens; God is faithful, who 
will not suffer us to be tempted above that which we are able." He 
then recommended his soul to God, and delivered himself to the execa- 
tioner, saying to the Bishop of London, '* We shall, this day, brother, 
light such a candle in England as shall never be put out." 

George Wishart, while burning in the flames, said, ^ This fire tor- 
ments my body, but no whit abates my spirit" 

John Bradford, when brought into Smithfield to suffer martydom, 
took a faggot and kissed it, and the stake likewise. Then turning his 
face to John Leaf, a young man of about twenty years, who suffered 
with him, he said, '* Bo of good comfort, brother, for we shall sup with 
the Lord this night." He then embraced the reeds, and said, ** Straight 
is the gate, and narrow is the way that leadeth unto life, and few there 
be that find it." After which he was fastened to the stake, and burned, 
on the 1st of July, 1555. He ended his life like a lamb, without the 
least alteration of countenance, and in the prime of his days. 

Such cases might be greatly multiplied : but one more must suffice ; 
and which is perhaps the most remarkable upon record. It is that of 
Robert Ferrar, who, before he suffered, was exhorted by one who 
attempted to dissuade him from martyrdom ; urging the tremendous 
nature of the torment he would have to undergo. Ferrar replied, ^ If 
you see me once stir, while I suffer the pains of burning, then give no 
credit to the truth of those doctrines for which I die." And by the 
grace of God he was enabled to make good this assertion. 



m. 

(See page 97.) 

Bentley Priory, Stanmore, in the county of Middlesex, was tke 
princely and magnificent residence of the Marquis of Abercom. 
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It was, for some years, the favorite residence of Her late Majesty 
the Queen Dowager, to whom this mansion was let famished. It 
was at this Priory she receiyed, a short time before her death, a 
visit, of two days* duration, from Her present Most Gracious Majesty 
Queen Victoria, and the Prince Albert; thus giving to the place, 
'and many articles therein, a great sympathetic and memorial interest. 

This mansion was also visited in former times by King George 
the Third: and at a later period by the King of Hanover. 

The lines are a simple expression of the ideas raised in the mind 
of the writer, on viewing this princely habitation ruthlessly stripped 
of all its costly adornments: so painfully illustrative of the mutability 
of all human affairs. 



IV. 

(See page 157.) 

It may be that some readers will disapprove of the introduction 
of this piece: as the early prejudice raised against the mesmeric (in 
conunon with every new) treatment, has not yet entirely subsided. 

It is, however, to be hoped that the steady and rapid advance of this 
science,— the number of curea effected by it, of the most astonishing 
kind, after all other known means had failed, — and authenticated beyond 
all possibility of doubt, — the number of pious men who have ably written 
in favour of it, — together with the facts that its chief periodical (The 
Zoist) is now in its thirteenth annual volume, and that the London 
Mesmeric Infirmary has flourished with increasing success for a series of 
years, its President being an Archbishop; — ^will have had the effect of so 
far subduing unreasonable objections as to warrant the admission of a 
few words in its praise in a work like this, the chief aim of which is to 
do good unto alL At all events the author merely wishes to record the 
truth of its efficacy in the case of her dear friend: and, in this respect, 
she only follows the example of other metrical writers; from whose 
publications she may perhaps be pardoned for transcribing the following 
expressive lines written by that sweet poetess Miss Anna Savage. 
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ON HEARING MESMERISM CALLED "IMPIOUS. 



Call not the gift anholy ; 'tis a fair — a precious thing. 

That Qod hath granted to oar hands, for gentlest minist'ring. 

Did mercy ever stoop to bless with dark unearthly spell ? ^ 

Could impious power whisper peace the soul's deep throes to queU ? 

Would Evil seek to work but good, — to lull the burning brain. 

And linger in some scene of woe, beside the bed of pain. 

To throw upon the o'erfraught heart the blessing of repose, 

Untiring watch the eye of care in healing slumbers close, — 

And as the agony of grief fell 'neath the spirit's will. 

O'er the wild billows of despair breathe tenderly — **Be still ? " 

Speak gently of the new-bom gift, restrain the scoff and sneer. 

And think how much we may not learn is yet around us here ; 

What paths there are where faith must lead that Knowledge cannot 

share. 
Though still we tread the devious way, and feel that Truth is Acre, 
Say, is the world so ftill of joy, — ^hath each so fair a lot, 
That we should scorn one bounteous gift, and scorning use it not, 
Because the finite thought of man grasps not its hidden source ? 
Do we reject the stream because we cannot track its course ? 
Hath Nature then no mystic law we seek in vain to scan ? 
Can man, the master-piece of God, trace the unerring plan 
That places o'er the restless sea the bounds it cannot pass ; 
That gives the fragrance to the flower, the ^ glory to the grass ?" 
Oh I life with all its fitfiQ gleams hath sorrow for its dower. 
And with the wrung heart dwell the pang and many a weary hour : 
Hail then, with gladness, what may soothe the aching brain to rest ; 
And call not impious that which brings a blessing, and is blest 
The gladdened soul re-echoes praise where'er this power hath been ; 
And what in mercy God doth give, ^ Call not thou unclean ! " 
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V. 

(See page 182.) 

This piece, and the following one, may require an explanatory note. 
Some years ago, the anthor, wishing for instruction in the new system of 
Short Hand, ("Phonography*') addressed a letter, and exercise, to one of 
the female members of " The Phonetic Corresponding Society ;" request- 
ing, in accordance with the Society's rule, that she would kindly correct 
the exercise, and return it to her. It so happened that the indiyidual, 
thus addressed, was (unknown to the author,) in a higher sphere of life. 
She immediately sent the exercise to her own instructor, (** Mecsenas"), 
stating that her grandmamma (with whom she resided,) would on no 
account allow her to correspond with a stranger, who, very possibly, 
might not be one of their station in society. She added, ** there is 
something in her style of writing that I like ; but, do you think she is 
a lady f* &c. '* Mecsenas" readily undertook the office of instructor ; 
and in the course of the correspondence which ensued, informed the 
author of the reason for the refusal. This gave rise to the rythmical 
effusion. 

Phonography (t,c. voice-writing, or writing by sound) has, for a 
number of years, been making very rapid progress in this countiy: its 
superiority over all former short-hands being so great, that eren pro- 
fessional reporters of twenty years practice, have abandoned the old 
systems in its favor. It also possesses the great recommendation of 
being admirably adapted for all purposes of ordinary correspondence* 
&C., being as easily read as the conmion long-hand, and written in 
about one-fourth of the time. The above named Society now enume- 
rates many thousands of zealous adherents. 



EXETER: 

PRISTBD BT W. & H. POLLASD, KORTH STREET. 

1855. 
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ERRATA, 



Great care has been taken in revising the ''proof sheets ** 
of this little volame: but it is only those who have 
corrected the press, that can form any idea of the difficult/ 
of the task; or of the mysterious manner in which errors 
will creep in, notwithstanding every care. 

It is hoped, however, that the following very trifling 
ones are all that have been overlooked. 

Page 11, line 5, for "Son," read "son," (the word re- 
ferring not to Christ, but to Enoch.) 
Page 20, Ime 9, for " So rule," read " To rule.' 
Page 62, line 2, for ** illumine," read " illume.' 
Page 102, line 16, for "wake," read "woke." 
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